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O OME apology, I feel, is necessary for the follow- 
^^ ing attempt to fill another niche in the gallery 
of failures which most of the recent translations from 
Classical Poetry into English verse have been some- 
what nnceremoniously styled. The attempt, I fear, 
is doTibly hazardous in the case of a»poet remarkable 
for abrupt transitions, studied peculiarity, if not ob- 
scurity, of expression, and displaying in many cases 
a.epirit^f pedantry that delights in drawing from 
obscure Greek traditions totally devoid of interest to 
modem readers. It is also questionable whether 
at the present day there is much that can prove 
attractive in the sentiments of Roman erotic poetry, 
breathing too often the spirit of a despairing heart, 
that struggles in vain, as it "were, to free itself from 
the thraldom of an unrequited and unworthy passion, 
and finally seems to recoil upon itself in self-degra- 
dation, when confronted with the dark end to which 
such loves must always come. But a sentiment, the 
expression of which, in Ovid is simply monotonous 
and wearisome, in Horace commonplace if not vul- 
gar, and in others something worse, owing to the 
dignity of thought and greater depth of feeling 






which Propertius possessed, seems in him to rise 
more to the level of intense and ideal love. 

Independently of this, I cannot but think that at 
least by the higher classes in our schools (into whose 
" CTirricnlum " Ovid, strangely enough, is admitted), 
the works of Propertius might be read with great 
profit, both for the interesting archaeological details 
scattered through his pages, and the complete mas- 
tery displayed by him over the Elegiac metre, where, 
without any sacrifice of hajmony, an energy and a 
pathos is preserved which we too often miss in the 
more monotonous distich of other writers. If the 
followiiig translations' i^ould by chance turn the 
attention of any to tte ^tudy of a poet. to whose 
merits 'posterity seems, tp do -but tardy justice, my 
object will be accomplished. 

It remains for me to add that I jfRve in' all cases 
adopted the text and lAie explanations of Mr. Paley 
<to Mfhose book I oannot sufficiently say how I 
am indebted), because his edition is most amenable 
to English students, and I conceived the uniform 
adoption of one to be necessary, should any feel dis- 
posed to use the following as some slight help in 
elucidating the meaning of the text. 



BOOK I. 
I. 

Cynthia jprima suis. 

>" I ^WAS Cynthia's glance my heart first captive 

bore, 
By tender thonghts of love untouched before ; 
Twas she first broke my look's unbending pride, 
And taught love's yoke upon my neck to ride ; 
Till all too soon I leam'd to hate a prude, 
So stem my teacher, and so wild my mood. 
A year's long course has run since first I loved, 
Yet still the Fates have all relentless proved. 
Mil anion play'd, they say, so stout a part, 
He crush'd the pride of Atalanta's heart. . 
Frenzied with love he ranged th' Arcadian wood. 
And roam'd with savage beasts in solitude ; 
Or struck anon by Hylas, at the blow 
To all the country side he wail'd his woe. 
Yet the swift maid at length he woo'd and won. 
Such power have prayers, so much has Idndness 

done. 
But the slow- God with me no art displays, . 
Kor tieads the path he trod in former days. 

B 
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Come, then, all ye who charm the moon from high, 

And bum dark spells in magic mystery, 

To tame my fair one's heart do ye combine, 

Bid her proud cheek grow paler yet than mine ; 

Then will I own in ye the power that dwells 

To draw the skies and streams with Golchian spells. 

Ye, too, who bid me stop when all too late. 

Seek, friends, some cure this frenzy to abate ; 

Come fire, come steel, for ye are nought to me. 

Might I but speak my rage in liberty. 

Far over land and sea a path I'll trace, 

So that no woman find my hiding-place ; 

But ye, to whom the Grod propitious prove, 

Oh stay, and rest secure in mutual love, 

While Yenus wearies me with nights of pain, 

And endless longings rack my love-sick brain, 

Be wam'd by me — let each his task abide. 

And never seek to leave his loved one's side — 

Or if ye slight my words, in bitter pain 

Will each ere long recall them back again. 

II. 
Quidjuvat onuito. 

WHY walk, my love, with locks bedeck'd with 
gold? 
And rustle Coan robes with silken fold P 
Ah, why with Syrian unguents drench thy hair, 
Trict'd out for sale with artificial ware P 
Why scorn to please by nature's simple grace, 
And seek th' allurements of a borrow'd face ? 
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From tricks like these thy charms no feirer prove, 
For artificial beauty wins not love. 

See with what natural hues the earth is drest — 
Unoared, unmark'd the ivy blossoms best ; 
Midst desert rocks the ilex clusters still, 
Soft are the murmurs of the lonely rill, 
Bright are the pebbly shores that gem the sea, 
And sweet the wild bird's untaught melody. 

Castor loved Phoebe for no borrow'd art, 
When Hilaira fired his brother's heart. 
Not thus Marpessa, on her father's shore, 
Her spouse and Phoebus' self inflamed to war; 
Not such Hippodamia's natural charms, 
That drew a Phrygian husband to her arms. 
Theirs was the simple grace no art bequeaths, 
Such as on old Apelles' canvas breathes. 
They had no need to court a lover's stare, 
They aim'd at modesty, and thus were fair. 
How can thy love for me elsewhere be flown P 
Then dress to please but one, and one alone ; 
Thy lips hath Phoebus touch'd with all his fire, 
For thee Calliope attunes her lyre. 
Thine is the charm in winning words that lives. 
Thine all the grace that wit and beauty gives : 
These make me thine — ^thine ever will I be, 
Could'st thou but learn to hate frivolity. 

in. 

Qualis Tkesea. 
T IKE Ariadne on the lonely shore, 
■*— ' When love had fled, and Theseus was no more ; 

B 2 
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As fair Andromeda, when, dangers past, 
She 'scaped the deadly rocks, and slept at last; 
Or when Apidanns with xunbrage deep 
LnUs the tired Masnad reveller to sleep ; 
E'en so methonght my Cynthia slept but now, 
With weary arm soft pillowing her brow ; 

Reeling and flushed with wine I seem'd to roam,' 
Faint flamed the linkboy's torch that Ht me home ; 
But yet not all distraught I view'd the fair, 
AfiA. gently sought awhile to lay me there. 
Hard were the G-ods that my poor senses prest. 
For love and wine alternate rack'd my breast ; 
These bid me raise her lightly in my arms, 
To kiss my Cynthia's all unconscious charms ; 
And yet I fear'd to wake her slumber deep, 
For well I knew her wrath would make me weep ; 
So I stood gazing all transported there. 
Like Argus, watchful wardour of the fair. 
Anon I'd loose the chaplets from my head 
To wreath the flowers round Cynthia's brow instead; 
Or braid her hair afresh that 'scaped its bands. 
Or drop the stealthy apple in her hands. 
Yet still she slumber'd in unheeding rest. 
And all my gifts sHpp'd idly from her breast ; 
Ah me ! as often as she heaved a sigh, 
I fear'd, fond fool, some hidden danger nigh, 
Fear'd she might dream of nightly terrors still — 
A rival wooing her against her will. 

But now the moonlight through the lattice 
streams, 
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And o'er her eyelids throws its trembling beams. 
Officious light, to break her sleep ! for she 
Starts up upon her arm, and rails at me. 
" When other doors are shut, and thou must roam, 
" Thus is it, laggard, thou retumest home P 
" Where hast thou revell'd all the night away, 
" While Cynthia waited till the dawning day P 
"Would heaven these nights were thine, these 

nights of pain, 
" Thou bidst me watch for thee, and watch in vaiu ! 
" To banish sleep I spin beside the fire, 
" Or seek with weary hand to tune the lyre; 
" And all alone I weep to think on thee, 
" And nights thou lov'st to spend apart from me ; 
" Such the last thoughts of thee that made me weep, 
" Ere yet my weary eyelids closed in sleep." 

ly. 

Q,md mild tarn multas, 

1^1 THY, Bassus, ever praising others' charms, 
^ ^ Dost seek to force my Cynthia from my 
armsP 
Ah, why not suffer me through life's short span 
To bear my old love's thraldom as I can P 
Praise as thou wilt Antiope the fair, 
Or young Hermione beyond compare ; 
Praise all the charms that age of beauty bore, 
But with my Cynthia let them vie no more ; 
Still less compared with forms of lesser grace, 
Would a stem judge award her second place. 
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Think not I love her for her form alone, 
She 's other charms that make me all her own ; 
The natural blush, the art that pleases well. 
And joys too deep for random words to tell. 
Seek as thou wilt to quench our mutual love, 
To mock thy toil still stronger will it prove ; 
Nor safe the task; thy tricks she soon will know: 
Once sting her pride, and she's no silent foe. 
Me too thy friendship she will bid resign, 
Nor e*er forget those wicked words of thine ; 
Thy character defamed, no maiden's door 
Will open now that welcomed thee before ; 
O'er every altar will her tears flow forth. 
Each sacred stone be witness of her wrath ; 
For by no surer means her rage is moved 
Than to be slighted where she once was loved : 
And this by me I — Still may she be the same, — 
Still may I see in Cynthia naught to blame. 

V. 
Invide tu tandem, 

/^ EASE, jealous fool, those angry taunts; oh! 
^-^ cease, 

And let us bear the yoke of Love in peace. 
Would'st thou, mad wretch ! my utmost fury try ; 
And drink the bitter cup of vengeance dry P 
Would'st thou, then, dare o'er hidden fire to go, 
Or drain all drugs Thessalian witches know P 
My love's no common stroller of the night : 
Know to tfa^ cost, her anger is not slight. 
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But say, mayliap she listens to thy prayer — 
Then will remorse be thine, and endless care ! 
No sleep to thee — no liberty allow'd, 
She knows, none better, how to tame the proud. 
How oft to me, an outcast, wilt thou go. 
To sob thy tale in broken words of woe ! 
How often wilt thou shudder midst thy tears ! 
How oft with blanching cheek betray thy fears ! 
Then will thy faltering tongue reftise its part, 
Nor wilt thou know thy name, or whence thou art. 
Then all stem Cynthia's whims wilt thou deplore, 
Betuming home an outcast from her door ! 
Then wilt thou mock no more these looks of mine- 
Pale cheeks and shrunken limbs will both be thine. 
Think not thy noble birth will profit thee, 
Love laughs to scorn the claims of ancestry. 
Give but the smallest clue to thy sad fate, 
Then wilt thou, fallen from thy high estate, 
A byword be ; then o'er thy sorrows moan- 
Ask help in vain ; I cannot cure my own. 
Till we, poor lovers, sympathetic grow, 
And weep together o'er our mutual woe. 
Then, Grallus, cease to tempt my Cynthia's sway ; 
Or, gain her once — and thou wilt rue the day ! 

VI. 
Non ego ntmc Sadria, 
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TH thee o'er Adria's waters would I roam. 
Or spread my sails across th* ^gean foam. 
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With thee, my Ttdlns, would I dare to go 
0*er Libya's sand, or climb the steppes of snow; 
Bat Cynthia holds me close, and bids me stay, 
With blanching cheek, and words that win thepr way ; 
Protests her love, through all the livelong night. 
And swears the Gods are nought to spare my flight ! 
Says that she's mine no more — ^my heart upbraids 
With all the threats e'er used by angry maids. 
Soon tears like these my yielding heart must move; 
I like not him who's lukewarm in his love. 

Talk not of Athens ! dear would be the cost — 
Dear all the wealth that Asia's cities boast, . 
If Cynthia's curses waft me from the land 
The while she tears her cheek with frenzied hand, 
And vows a kiss to all the winds that blow 
•To stop the wretch that scorns a maiden's woe ! 

Do thou abroad thy kinsman's fame prolong. 
And wake the justice that has slept too long ; 
For Love's soft yoke thou never stoop'st to feel : 
Thy care has ever been a nation's weal. 
Ah ! may the cruel God I know so well 
Spare thee the pangs my mournful numbers tell ! 
But suffer me, struck low by Fortune's blast, 
In this fond, foolish dream to breathe my last. 
Many have lived and loved their life away : — 
Oh I may I* live and love, then die as they ! 
Too weak for fiun^, too slight for war's stem rule. 
Fate bids me learn alone in Love's soft school. 

Eoam as thou wilt, then, o'er Ionia's lands ; 
Or where Pactolus rolls his golden sands ; 
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TJead, if thou wilt, the eaxth, or cleave the m^n. 
Thrice- welcome delegate of CsBsar's reign ; 
But oh ! if e'er thy thoughts revert to me. 
Be sure ihat mine's a life of misery. 

■ 

YH. 

Dum tibi Cadmeis, 

"XTTHUjE Cadmus' walls, my friend, thy Muse 

^ engage 
With all the fatal wars that brothers wage. 
Soon wilt thou rival the Mseonian bard. 
If to thy numbers fate be not too hard. 
I all the while stiU prate my tale of love. 
And seek some charm hard Cynthia's heart to 

move. 
My numbers breathe of no poetic fire, 
I do but mourn, and grief attunes the lyre. 
Such is my life ! and all the fame I ask — 
That love should consecrate my tuneM task. 
'Twas I alone could please — ^let this be said — 
Or serve in fear an all-accomplish'd maid. 
Bead me, ye lovers all ! then cease to pine. 
And heal your sorrows by the tale of mine. 
But oh ! if e'er the love-god for his prey 
Should mark thee too — ^kind Heaven avert the 

day!— 
Then wilt thou mourn thy melancholy plight. 
While camps and chieftains rest in endless night. 
Then wilt thou strike in vain the melting lyre, 
Love, learnt too late, ofb dulls the Muses' fire ! 



1 
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Then shall I soar above the tuneful throng, 
And own no rival bard in Boman song, 
While o'er my tomb shall each young mourner tell, 
" Here lies the bard we lovers loved so well I" 
Then list, and of thy pride, oh ! spurn not me — 
Oft Love comes late, but asks a double fee. 

vm. 

Turie igitur defnens, 

T T AST thou then lost, mad girl, all thought for 

-^ meP 

Are bleak Illyrian snows more dear to thee P 

Is thy new love, whoe'er he be, so dear 

That thou shouldst tempt the storm and leave me 

hereP 
Canst hear unmoved the murmurs of the deep. 
Or lull on planks of oak thy limbs to sleep P 
Press with those tender feet the drifting snow. 
And tempt the cold Fate never bade thee know P 
Long may stem winter wrap the stormy skies. 
And sailors slumber till the Pleiads rise, 
Ere o'er the Etruscan main thou spread'st thy 

sails. 
The while my prayers are whirl'd upon the gales : — 
Long rage each wintry wind that rages now 
Ere yet the billows dance about thy prow. 
Ere yet I linger on the lonely strand. 
To ban thy voyage, and call thee back to land ! 

Yet no, false girl ! frail, fleeting though thou be, 
May Galatea ever prosper thee ! 
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Till dark Ceraunia's cliffs be safely past, 

And Oricos allow thee rest at last. 

No other love shall bid me not deplore 

My sorrows, Cynthia, at thy silent door ; 

Each sailor will I stop, and bid him tell 

What harbour holds the maid I love so well. 

Whether she's rock'd upon th' lUyrian brine. 

Or rests at Elis — she will yet be mine. 

Foul fall my foes ! with me she's pledged to stay. 

She's mine — she's mine! these prayers have won 

the day ! 
Ye jealous rivals, cease your ill-timed bliss. 
Think not she'll sail so wild a voyage as this. 
'Tis love for me will bind her still to Rome ; 
Apart from me she knows no bHss, no home. 
Sweeter to her to be the poor man's bride,— 
Be I still hers, then perish all beside ! — 
Than the rich dowry Pelops won of yore. 
With all the wealth th* Elean horses bore. 
Rich be thy gifts, and be they richer still. 
They cannot bind her to thy sordid will ; 
No gold was mine, no gems to me belong, 
I won her by the magic of my song ! 
Such power has Phoebus and the tuneM Nine, 
To them I pray'd, and matchless Cynthia's mine. 
Now may I soar aloft to heaven above. 
No night, no day can rob me of my love, 
No rival steal the faithful heart away 
That still shall love me — ^when my hairs are grey. 
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IX. 

Dicebam tihi ventures, 

T TOLD thee, mocker, that the day would be 
■*• When thoTi wonld'st bate thy pride and love 

like me ! 
Now low thon liest at a mistress' beck. 
Some slave girl's feet upon thy prostrate neck. 
Dodona's doves are not more snre than I 
To say what youth each maiden's charms will try ; 
For grief has taught me Love's sad task too well ; 
Would I were free, and time had broke the spell ! 
Weep not for others, nor in lofty verse 
Amphion's lyre and rising Thebes rehearse. 
E'en soft Mimnermus conquers Homer's fire, 
When melting Love demands the soft;er lyre. 
Go ! write the strains thou scom'st of old to hear. 
And sing what e'en may please a maiden's ear. 
What wouldst thou say hadst thou but scanty 

themes. 
When thou art thirsty now in midmost streams P 
And yet this harmless flame that masters thee 
Is but a foretaste of the pangs to be. 
Then with fierce tigers wouldst thou rather go. 
Or tempt the tortures of the wheel below, 
Than feel the love-shaft rankling in thy bones. 
Or quail before the fair one's angiy tones ! 
None of Love's victims flit too far away, 
For him to pull them back in wanton play. 
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Nor think that all is thine, once win the fair ; 
Let conqncst, rather, double all thy care ; 
Will not she then be ever in thy sight P 
For her Love bid thee wake the livelong night P 
Love that lies ambush'd till he plants his dart — 
Ah ! fly his winning wiles, whoe'er thon art ! 
E'en rugged rocks and woods confess his sway ; 
Much more must thon — ^poor creature of a day ! 
Then, ok! confess thy si^ for very shame ; 
Mayhap 'twill give thee ease to tell her name. 



H 



X. 

Ojocunda quies. 

OW sweet the dawn of love, when I stood by 
And mark'd the tear-drop trembling in thine 

eye! 
Oh ! that these prayers of mine had anght of power, 
Or mem'ry could recall that blissful hour ; 
With broken words of love, as Gallus lay. 
Ere in Lycoris' arms he swoon'd away ! 
Though sleep press'd heavy on my swimming eyes. 
And midnight wrapp'd in calm the moonlit skies. 
Yet still I linger'd with ye — ^loth to part 
Prom the warm, whisper'd love of each young heart I 
Since then ye fear'd in me no babbler rude. 
The confidant will speak his gratitude. 
*Tis safe with me, the love that bids ye weep ; 
Yet can I do still more than secrets keep, 
For lovers' quarrels I can mend once more, 
And break the churlish locks on Beauty's door ; 
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Or sooUie, how fresh soe'er, another's pains ! 
Snch the mild healing power my verse contains ; 
For Cynthia tanght me what to seek or shun. 
And all too well the work of Love was done. 
Ah ! nerer thwart an angry woman's will. 
Nor say too mnch, nor yet be silent still ; 
Nor to her wishes all obdnrate prove. 
Nor slight the whispers of returning love. 
Contempt's the thing to make thy love thy foe — 
Once hnrt, shell ever hate, and justly so ! 
Then play a humble and submissive part. 
If thou wouldst win the object of thy heart, 
For he of swains will be the happiest one 
Who Love's allegiance never seeks to shun. 

XI. 

JScquid te mediis. 

T T TJbULST Baiaa's waters lure thee, love, from me, 
^ * Where old Alcides' causeway skirts the sea, 
And 'midst the ruins of Thesprotus' reign, 
Misenum's cliff hangs proudly o'er the main, 
Doet pity me who watch and wake apart P 
Does love still hold a comer of thy heart ? 
Or has some nameless foe's dissembled love 
Won thy weak ear my strains alone could move ? 

Better with me upon the lake to float, 
While Lucrine's waters rock'd our tiny boat; 
Better for thee in Teuthras' vaulted cave. 
Thy hands' quick stroke should cut the yielding 
wave. 
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Than drink, soft coucli*d the qniet beach along, 

The honey'd whispers of another's tongue. 

For oft unguarded maidens break their word. 

Nor heed the plighted vows that heaven has heard. 

Nor that I fear thy truth, lest thou shouldst fbll. 

But Baias's lovers — ^I distrust them all. 

Then if my words seem cold and void of cheer, 

Oh, pardon me, for 'tis the £ELult of fear. 

No mother's love could compensate for thine ; 

Nor life itself, with thee no longer mine ; 

For children, parents, thou art all to me, 

And all life's joys are center'd but in thee ; 

Whate'er I speak, howe'er in joy or woe, 

I mix with men, 'tis Cynthia makes me so; 

Then quickly fly from BaieB's wicked shore, 

'Twill sever lovers, as it has before ; 

No friend to modest maidens can it prove ; 

Then perish Baiaa — 'tis the bane of love ! 

xn. 

Q,md mihi destdia, 

T T THY dost thou chide me for a stay-at-home, 
^^ As if some secret bound me still to Rome ? 
My love from me as many leagues divide 
As Hypanis is far from Fadus' tide. 
No more fond Cynthia's love my bosom cheers, 
No more her name sounds sweetly in my ears. 
Yet once I pleased her well, but ah ! how few 
Had love like mine, so tender or so true. 
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Too bless'd was I : is then some Gkxl my foe ? 
Or have Cancasian poisons work'd ns woe P 
No more I'm hers, for with her flight has fled 
All that deep love, how deep, how qnickl j dead ! 
Now most I languish weary nights alone. 
With none to hear me as I make my moan; 
Thrice happy he whose tears his mistress move. 
The sight of these fall oft will strengthen love ; 
Or he, who slighted, seeks another's thrall. 
And flnds in change an antidote to all ; 
But I may love but one, with her must dwell, 
First of my loves was she, and last as well. 

xni. 

Tn^ quod sape soles, 

THOU wilt exult — ^I know thy mocking tone. 
To think my love has fled, and I'm alone ; 
Yet shall thy taunts no echo And in me. 
False friend, be never maiden false to thee. 
Boast then thy conquests over maidens won. 
In love's allegiance constant still to none. 
Now madly lov* but one, grow pale, and yield. 
And at the earliest onset quit the Add. 
Thy victim's anguish thou couldst scorn of yore, 
Now learn from one the pangs so many bore ; 
Tis she will bid thee all thy loves resign, 
Thou must be true, if thou wouldst make her thine. 
♦ ♦••*•* 

'Tis she has stemm'd the current of thy pride, 
Love makes thee hers and binds thee to her side. 
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No wonder, she's well-nigh as Leda fair, 
And Leda's daughters have less sweet an air ; 
More winning far than any Grecian dame, 
Her voice alone could Heaven's great king inflame ; 
Then make the most of it, since thou must love. 
No other heart of thee could worthy prove. 
Thy mood is changed, then be she kind to thee. 
And thy one love all thou wonldst have her be. 

xrv. 

Tu licet ahjectus. 

'HAT though by Tyber softly thou recline, 

And drink from Mentor's cups the Lesbian 
wine; 
Mark each swift skiff that shoots amid the throng, 
Or heavy barge that slowly toils along ; 
' ^ Though the wide wood that spreads before thy eyes 
Eivals Caucasian forest-trees in size ; 
Yet love so sweet as mine outvies thy state — 
Love yields no place to wealth, however great. 

Whether some blissfiil night she spends with me, 
Or days' whole lengths prolong love'k ecstasy; 
Then all Pactolus' wealth, methinks, is mine, 
And every pearl that decks the Indian brine. 
Then kings, I know, are not so bless'd as I, 
Be mine such bliss, till fate shall bid me die. 
What joy has wealth, if love be cruel still P 
No wealth be mine, without kind Venus* will. 
'Tis she can bend strong chieftains to her yoke, 
And plant a rankling shaft in hearts of oak ; 

Hi c 
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She breaks the doors of precions onyx stone, 
And haunts the purple conch that princes own. 
If she bid lovers toss the livelong night. 
Think not that robes of silk can ease their plight. 
Be she still kind, and I can well be bold 
To scorn a crown, and aU Phseada's gold. 

XV. 

Scepe ego multa tucB, 

T OFTEN fear'd thy weak capricions will, 
■*• But treachery like this is deadlier still. 
With what relentless wrath is fate my foe! 
Bnt thon art all nnmoved amid my woe. 
Smoothing the locks that lay last night so trim, 
And spending honrs o'er fashion's latest whim ; 
While o'er thy breast all India's gems are ponr'd. 
Like some fair bride that waits to meet her lord. 

Yet 'twas not thns Calypso wept of yore 
Reft of Ulysses on the lonely shore, 
Long days she sat with locks onkempt and firee. 
Long prayers she utter'd to the cmel sea, 
Thongh on her lover's face she'd look'd the last, 
She wept to think of all the blissful past. 
Alphesiboea slew her brethren twain ; 
A husband's love could break e'en kindred's chain. 
Nor thus unmoved stood lone Hypsipyle, 
And watch'd her lover o'er the stormy sea ; 
She never loved another, since the day 
That Jason stole her pining heart away. 
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And still of chaste Evadne maidens tell, 

Who sought death's fires ydth him she loved so well. 

Do not examples, bright as these, bid thee 
Swell the proud tale of woman's constancy P 
Then swear no more to loves that never last, 
Nor call on Heaven, that has forgot the past. 
For me, rash girl, the bitter tears shall flow. 
When troubles come, and Fortune strikes thee low. 
Yet shall each mighty river cease to roll. 
And seasons change their march around the pole, 
E'er I for thee my anxious cares resign. 

Be what thou wilt, thou must be ever mine. 
Or slight the influence of those speaking eyes. 
Which made me oft believe thy perjuries. 
On which, if false thy words, thou didst invoke 
The blasting vengeance of the lightning stroke, 
Eyes, thou couldst dare to raise to Heaven above, 
Without a fear thy guilty heart to move; 
Thou canst not say I made thee feign those fears, 
And dim thy eyes with counterfeited tears. 
These work'd my woe. Ye then, my love who share. 
Be wam'd, nor trust the smile that women wear. 

XVI. 
Qucefueram magnis, 

WHO for mighty triumphs once thrown wide, 
' Told the sad tale how chaste Tarpeia died, 
While gilded chariots swept my courts along. 
And trembling captives wept amid the throng — 

c 2 
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What have I done, poor door, that I should stand 
The butt of every midnight reveller's hand. 
With sorry garlands hanging o'er the street. 
And serenaders' torches at my feet? 
Nor yet can 1 from shame my mistress guard. 
Myself the theme of every drunken bard ; 
While she name, honour, trifles all away. 
Wild as the wildest wanton of the day. 

'Mid nights like these, I weep afiresh to hear 
The wakefol lover, as he lingers near — 
Scant rest is mine, with night all hideous made 
By noisy pleadings of the serenade. 
*' Door, harder yet than thy hard owner's will, 
Barr'd as thou art to love, and silent stiQ — 
Canst not, e'en yet, those envious bolts remove. 
Or waft the stealthy whispers of my love ? 
Must I e'en weep as I have wept of yore, 
Cling here for warmth, or sleep thy steps before? 
For me the waning stars, the midnight sky. 
For me the frosty winds of morning sigh, 
Thou only hast no ear for human pain. 
Silence is all thy bolts give back again. 
Let but a whisper pierce some tiny chink, 
Till in her tender ears love's accents sink, 
Then be she stubborn yet as Etna's stone, 
Or hard as steel that swart Chalybians own. 
Yet the warm tear, I know, will dim her eyes, 
And many a sob, she fain had hush'd, will rise. 
" Pillow'd in other arms she slumbers light ; 
My words fall idly on the winds of night ; 
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" Bat thou, stem door, sole cause of all my pain. 

Whose ear my proflfer'd gifts could never gain ; 

Kever did word of mine thy malice move, 

No gibe, no taunt of disappointed love. 

That I should sing, unheeded at thy feet. 

Worn with my vigil in the weary street. 

Yet have I often knelt to kiss thy stones, 

For thee, my Muse trill'd forth her softest tones — 

Often, false thing, I tum'd thy bars before, 

To fix by stealth on thee the gifts I bore." 

Such cries of disappointed love I hear. 
Cries that outbawl the note of chanticleer ; 
My mistress wantons and her lovers whine — 
Ah me ! perpetual infamy is mine I 

xvn. 

Et merito. 

A H ! *tis but right that I should fear some harm, 
-^^^ And weep to you, ye lonely birds of calm. 
Since I have had the heart to fly my love. 
How can Oassiope propitious prove P 
Sihe who o'erlook'd my bark will look no more, 
And all my prayers fall fruitless on the shore ; 
E'en too the winds are thine, though far away — 
list ! how they chide my course in angry play. 
Will no kind fortune luU the storm to rest P 
Must this scant shore entomb my lifeless breast P 
Oh! chide no more — ^hush, hush those words of ill ! 
Dark night and angry waves have work'd thy will. 
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Conldst thou then paint my death without a tear, 
Nor seek to bear some token from my bier P 
Foul fall the man who first spread canvas wide, 
And o'er the unwilling deep essay'd to ride ! 
Better proud Cynthia's whims my voyage had 

stay'd 
(Hard she might be, but yet a matchless maid). 
Than gaze, as now, on woods and waters drear. 
And look and long for light my course to steer. 

If but at home my life had pass'd away. 
And the last head-stone press'd love's lifeless clay. 
Then had she shorn each lock she loves the best, 
And on soft rose-beds lull'd my bones to rest; 
Then had she wail'd aloud her lover dead — 
Praying the earth lie lightly on his head. 

But Nereid njrmphs, fair dwellers in the sea, 
Unfurl the sunny sails, and succour me ; 
If love e'er pierced those depths wherein ye dwell. 
Be your shores kind, for I have loved as well. 



xvin. 

HcBC certe deserta* 

npHIS spot is silent for the tale of love, 
-■■ Where 2iephyr breathes, sole tenant of the 

grove. 
If lonely rocks keep only silence so. 
Here may I speak the secret of my woe. 
Thy pride, my Cynthia, how can I recall P 
Ah ! where begins the record of my fall? 
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I, who with favonr'd lovers courted long. 
Am now degraded from that happy throng. 
What fanlt of mine has changed thee thus P what 

blame P 
Is it suspicion of a newer flame P 
Never did beauteous foot of maiden come 
Across the threshold of my g^oarded home. 
If I speak falsely, let me never hear 
Thy own dear fickle footfall drawing near. 
My grief owes all its bitterness to thee, 
Tet Anger's self so cruel could not be. 
I could not give thee cause for jealous fears. 
Or <^iTn those lustrous eyes with genuine tears. 
Is it the changes of my face are slow, 
And love's warm token speaks not on my brow P 
Te trees, that love, bear witness, I beseech 1 
Pine dear to Fan, and tender foliaged beech, — 
How oft beneath your shade I come to rave. 
And Cynthia's letters on your rind engrave. 
Is it that now my wrongs thou canst deplore— 
Wrongs whisper'd only to thy silent door. 
When to my fair one's least command I bow'd. 
And moum'd her actions with no murmur load. 
And now, for all, I gain these haunted floods. 
These rocks, the quiet of th' nntrodden woods ; 
And dear-voiced birds, responsive to my wail. 
Sit the sole listeners to this plaintive tale. 
Whate'er thou art, may woods still sound thy 

name. 
And solitaiy crags return the same. 
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4 * 

XIX. . 
Non ego ntmc tristes, 

A T thongbtB of death, my love, I tremble not, 
'^■^ Nor heed the common bonme that is my lot. 
A keener pang by far it is to me, 
To think that I should die unloved by thee. 
Too well I've loved, too blindly, that my bier 
Should be unhonour'd )>y a single tear. 
Frotesilaius in the shade of Hell, 
Could ne'er forget the wife he loved so well. 
But fondly thirsting for his former bliss. 
He sought, poor shade, the hearth that once was 

his. 
Whate'er I am when dead, I must be thine. 
Death sets no boxmds to love so deep as mine. 
There let each heroine display the charms 
That Ilium bequeath'd to Grecian arms. 
Yet Cynthia's face shall be the brightest there, 
Be just, kind earth, and grant a lover's prayer. 
Sever'd from me by life's slow lengthening years, 
Yet shalt thou still be cherish'd by my tears. 
\^ouldst thou but live to weep like this for me, 
Then were death welcome, wheresoe'er it be. 
But, ah ! I fear lest other loves arise. 
My name forgot, and spum'd my obsequies — 
Bidding thee dry the tears that fall so fast, 
True thou might be, yet wouldst thou yield at last. 
Then let us love, till life's shoil} span be run. 
Time hath its limits, sweet, but love hath none. 
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XX. 

Hoc pro continuo. 

nr AKE this, my Gallns, for I've loved tltee long ; 
•^ And teed, oh heed, the warning of my song I 
Ye careless lovers, oft will fortune faH 
The cruel river-god could tell the tale — 
Like Hylas is the boy that conquers thee, 
Alike in name, but fairer yet than he. 
Whether the waves of some dark woodland rill, 
Or Anio's waters wash thy footsteps still ; 
Whether the giftnt land thou wanderest o'er. 
Or pleasant rivers bid thee roam no more : 
Oh, guard him from the nymphs iiiat haunt the 

grove. 
Still, as of old, Ausonia's Dryads love. 
'Twere hard indeed that thou shouldst roam the 

woods. 
Climb the cold hills, and pierce the pathless floods ; 
Like Hercules, who trod the lonely wild, 
And pray'd the cruel stream give back the child. 
For men still tell, how Argo left of yore 
Thessalia's docks and straight for Phasis bore : 
Scarce had dark Helle's waters sxmk from view. 
When Mysia's rocks receive the eager crew ; 
Stretch'd on the yielding sand each sinks to rest, 
Their sea-worn limbs on leafy couches prest. 
But throi^gh the woods young Hylas roam'd away. 
To seek the choicer stream that shuns the day. 
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Him the twin sous of Aqmlo pmsaed, 
Zetes and Calais in wanton mood ; 
On swooping pinions, see them both essay 
To kiss his nptnm'd £&ce, and fly away ; 
While nestling in their wings, he*s borne on high. 
Or waves a branch to foil them as they fly ! 
Scarce had they ceased, when, ah ! too IncUess fiEite! 
Away goes Hylas wbere the wood-nymphs wait. 
There lies a spring beneath Arganthns' crest, 
A liqnid home, wbere Dryads love to rest ; 
High arch'd above the wild-wood monarchs stand. 
And fruits bloom there nnrear'd by hnman hand ; 
While scarlet poppies blnsb beneath the shade. 
And silver lilies deck the watery glade. 
Toong Hylas, as he plncks the flowery spoil. 
Forgets his task for this more pleasing toil ; 
Next at the spring, all nnsnspecting, stays. 
And in the mellowed reflex loves to gaze ; 
Then dips his hand a copious draft to drink. 
One shonlder resting on the mossy brink — 
'Twas then his beanty fired the Nymphs at play. 
To leave the dance they love and haste away. 
Gently they draw him down the yielding rill, 
A little splash, and all around is still. 
Afar Alcides calls, his love to save, 
Tet nought but Echo answers from the wave. 
Thus wam'd, my GraUus, long your love enjoy. 
Nor make the Nymphs the guardians of the boy. 
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XXI. 
Tu qui consortem. 

O OLDIEE, that fliest from thy comrade's faU, 
*^ Though weak and woimded 'neath Pemsia's 

wall; 
Heed not mj dying groan, nor weep for me. 
For I am but a soldier like to thee. 
But to my sister the sad tale deplore. 
So mayst thou glad thy parent's heart once more. 
How Gallus 'scaped from CsBsar's armM bands. 
To Ml unhononr'd here by felon hands 
If o'er the Tuscan wold she haply see 
Some Bcatter'd bones, 'tis all shell find of me. 

xxn. 

Qualis et unde genw, 

A /I Y home, my fortune, and my birth to tell, 

■*• ^ -■• Thou ask'st me, Tullus, as thou loVst me well 

Where, 'neath Perusia's wall thy InTiaTn^ n He, 

Slain in the heavy times of Italy, 

When Boman strife steel'd brothers' hearts to war : 

Thy dust, Etruria, do I most deplore. 

'Twas o'er thy lulls my mangled kinsman lay, 

No earth, no shelter for his wretched clay. 

And there it was that XJmbria nurtured me, 

Which beetles, rock-like, o'er the grassy sea. 



BOOK IL 
I. 

Quceritia rmde mihi. 

T F ye should ask why love's my theme so oft, 

And breathes upon my lips in accents soft, 

*Tis not Apollo, nor the Muses' fire, 

But Cynthia's beauty that attunes the lyre. 

If in rich scarlet dress she flaunts along. 

Then Coan silks shall be my only song ; 

If on her forehead fair the locks lie low, 

I'll sing the praises of that haughty brow ; 

Let but her ivory finger press the quill, 

And I will hang enraptured by her skill ; 

E'en her soft eyelids lapp'd in drowsy dreams. 

Tune my fond numbers to a thousand themes, 
* * • * # 

Each trivial deed, each accent of her tongue, 
Swells the long story of the lover's song. 

Yet if to me, Maecenas, fiite should yield 
To tell of camps and chieftains in the field ; 
I would not sing the brood that scaled the sky, 
Olympus, Pelion, Ossa, piled on high'; 
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Or ancient Thebes, or Troy, old Homer's town, 
And seas that mingled at the tyrant's frown. 
How Carthage fought, or Remns reign'd of yore, 
The might of Marins, and the Cimbrian war. 
But the great wars of Gassar wonld I trace. 
And next to him thy name should find a place ; 
For whether Pompey's rout engrossed my lay, 
Or Mutina, or red Philippi's day; 
The Tuscan hearths laid waste, Ferusia's fall. 
Or Fharo's kingdoms in a stranger's thrall ; 
Cyprus subdued, or from his watery home. 
The seven-mouth'd Nile God dragg'd in chains to 

Bome; 
Or kings in golden fetters, and a fleet 
Of Actian prows, that throng'd the Sacred Street, 
Yet would each theme to thee fresh glory yield, 
As faithful in the senate as the field. 
No truer love than thine in weal or woe 
Can Theseus or the great Achilles show. 
Though earth attest it, and the shades below. 

As soft Gallimachus in vain had striven 
To thunder forth the giant wars of heaven ; 
So CaBsar's story and his lineage high 
Mocks the weak notes of my poor minstrelsy. 
Let shepherd, soldier, sailor, swain, combine. 
To tell of wars or tempests, sheep and kine. 
Mine is a narrower field, a humbler fray. 
Each to his trade : so runs the world away. 
'Tis good to die for love, or love but one. 
Ah, be my love still mine, and mine alone! 
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Severe on aU, save those of spotless fame, 
She hates the Iliad for Helen's shame. 

Whether dark Phaedra's cup fate bids me drain, 
Mix'd for a stepson's love, but mix'd in vain ; 
Whether I die by Circe's drugs, or pass 
The fierce ordeal of the Oolchian brass; 
Yet since I love but one, whene'er I die 
Tis jfrom these arms that fate must bid me fly. 
All human maladies has medicine heal'd, 
Love, love alone to leechcraft will not yield, 
Such art in Chiron and Machaon lay, 
They gave the lame man strength, the sightless 

day; 
The Cretan herb beneath the master's hand 
Bestored Androgeos to his father's land ; 
E'en the sharp spear that pierced the Mysian's 

side 
Brought the kind rust that heal'd him e'er he died. 
But he whose art could cure me of my ill, 
Might bid the grasp of Tantalus be stiU; 
Fill to the brim each weary Danaid's cask, 
And ease their shoulders of the endless task ; 
Or loose Prometheus from his mountain pile, 
And bid his tortured vitals rest awhile. 

Yet since ere long dark death must claim his own, 
And write my name above some humble stone ; 
In life, in death, oh, justly dear to me, 
Mcecenas, pride of Eoman chivahy. 
If e'er thy way should lead thee where I lie, 
Bein the rich chariot e'er thou passest by, 
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And fling my silent dust a thought, a tear, 
He died fob loye, who now lies bubied hebe. 



II, 
Liber eram. 

/^NCE I was free, and thought to live xmwed, 
^^ Love made his peace, and baflBled me instead. 
If face so fair as thine on earth remain. 
Then all Jove's former loves, methinks, were vain ; 
With rich light locks, slim hand, and figure tall, 
My love, like Juno, moves the queen of all; 
Stately as FaUas at th' Ionian shrine. 
While the snake-tresses o'er her bosom twine ; 
Or as the ravish'd queen of Lapithse, 
Woo'd by the Centaurs in their drunken glee ; 
Or Sais, maiden goddess, on the shore 
Of Boebe's lake, whom Hermes loved of yore. 
Yield, goddess band, who for a swain to see 
Beveal'd your beauties 'neath the greenwood tree. 
Ah, may time's flnger spare that face divine, 
E'en though the hoary Sybil's years be thine. 

Qui nullam tibi, 

CEUSH'D is thy spirit, fool, who used to vow 
No girl could harm thee : thou art fallen now. 
Scarce has a month sped by, and now to all 
Another book, poor wretch, proclaims thy fall. 
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Sooner the scaly tribes shall fly the sea, 
And boars shall roam the wave, e*er I be free. 
No midnight task, no toil my woea allay'd, 
Love may be check'd awhile, but never stay'd ; 
'Twas not her beauty bright that captured me, 
Though lily leaves are not so fair as she, 
Though with fresh snow warm pink'd with scarlet 

dye, 
With rose-buds dipp'd in milk her cheeks may 

vie; 
'Twas not her hair o*er bosom floating free, 
Nor eyes, twin beacon-lights of love to me, 
Nor that in silk, mayhap, she chanced to shine. 
No trivial cause can sway this heart of mine ; 
But that my love can dance with all the grace 
Of Ariadne in the Bacchic race, 
Or sweep the harp-strings with as soft a fire 
As ever melted on the Muses' lyre ; 
And rival old Corinna's songstress skill, 
Or match Erinna on th' ^olian quiU : 

For happy Love, methinks, hung o'er thy bed, 
And sneez'd in welcome to thy infant head. 
Gifts, rare as these, must spring from aid divine, 
Think not thy mother ever made them thine ; 
Thou art no dull consistency of earth, 
Swell'd by the ten long months of human birth ; 
No Eoman beauty may with thee compare. 
Worthy alone the couch of Jove to share. 
But thou wert bom e'en Helen to outshine, 
And soar aloft o'er love so low as mine. 
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To form bo fair, sure all mi^st bend the knee ! 
'Twere well if Troy had owed her fall to thee. 
Once I could marvel that one maiden's charms 
Inflamed of old two rival worlds to arms ; 
Yet — ^the fond husband's wrath, and Paris loth 
To yield the fair — I now can praise them both. 
For well might beauty bid Achilles fall, 
And Priam's armies rally at the call ! 

Wouldst match the canvas of an older day ? 
Then seize the pencil, and my love portray ; 
And the bright picture, whereso'er unfarl'd. 
Through east, through west, shall witch the wou- 

d'ring world. 
Then be this love my last, 'twere needless pain 
Should others come to kill me o'er again. 
The bull that spum'd of old the yoke and plough 
Grows tame in time, and treads the furrow now. 
So hearts that once beat high in youth's gay mood 
Sink, crush'd|beneath love's bitter servitude. 
Melampus, prophet-robber of the steer, 
Steel'd his true heart to bondage for a year ; 
No greed of lucre fired his heart, but she 
Whom fate ordain'd his future bride to be. 



lY. 
Multa prius domince, 

npHE bitter tale, my friend, thou hast to prove 
-*■ Of prayers unheeded, and rejected love ; 
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Then thy poor nails shall suffer, and thy wrath 
"With stamping foot and hasty step bnrst forth. 
'Twas little profit to perfume my hair, 
And strut abroad with slow and languid air: 
No herb avails, no dark Medea's skill. 
No drugs that Perimed^ could distil, 
When, crush'd, I fall beneath love's secret blow. 
But whence the evil springs I never know. 
No bed can help the wretch, no leech's care — 
"lis not the season hurts him, or the air : 
He walks one moment, next he's seen to fall — 
So strange is love, so unforeseen by all ! 

Ah, me ! each lying quack, each beldam old. 
Mumbles my dreams, and robs me of my gold- 
Then ye, who are my foes, love maidens all. 
But ye, my friends, may youthful loves befall 
Where ye may glide safe life's calm streamlet down. 
No shoals to baffle, and no waves to drown. 
A word wiU make the one again thine own. 
Scarce to the other will thy life atone. 

V. 

Soc verum est, 

'T^IS well that all the town should ring thy shame, 

-*- And every tongue thy infamy proclaim ; 
Yet wilt thou rue it, when I trim my sails. 
And spread my canvas wide to other gales. 
Though false the sex, yet wiU one not refuse 
To win a deathless glory from my muse, 
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And tatint thee now, who tannted me of yore, 

Weep then, too late, the love that's thine no more 

Now while my wrath is fresh will I begone, 

Else will love come again when grief is flown — 

No glancing Hghts that fleck the Cretan seas, 

No clond that scuds before the southern breeze, 

Is fickle as the moods that lovers' sway; 

1*11 break this galling yoke, then, while I may. 

Thy tears will fall, but only for a night. 

Then wilt thou bear love's cross, and think it light. 

But, ah, by Juno's mighty power we love. 
Let not this waywardness thy ruin prove; 
'Tis not the bull alone that stands to bay. 
The sheep, ere now, attack'd, has faced the fruy. 
Yet will I never tear thy robe for hate, 
Nor burst in frenzy through thy bolted gate ; 
Never misplace thy hair's smooth braided bands. 
Nor bruise thy dainty skin with ruthless hands. 
In such low brawls let churls their solace find, 
Whose brows the ivy-wreath has never twined ; 
But thou shalt ne'er outlive my bitter tale 
Of Cynthia fair, and, ah ! of Cynthia frail. 
And, trust me, though thou spurn the breath of fame. 
Thou wilt grow pale to hear me sing thy shame. 

YI. 
Non ita complehant, 
IVTE'EB. woo'd like thou was that Corinthian 
^ ^ dame 
To whose proud door all Greece in bondage came ; 

D 2 
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Nor Thais, theme of old Menander's song, 
The toy and dalliance of th' Athenian throng ; 
Nor Phrjme's self, whose happy loves of yore 
Bade ruin'd Thebes arise, and live once more. 
Then thou hast cousins, kinsmen for a day, 
Who kiss and fondle thee, as cousins may ! 
E'en the dumb portraits, e'en my rival's name, 
E'en cradled babes my jealousy inflame ; 
Thy sister's kiss, thy mother's — even she 
Who shares thy couch — are hatefcd all to me.. 
Pardon my fear, then, for to jealous eyes 
Each gown conceals a lover in disguise. 
Such tricks, 'tis said, made chieftains arm for 

war, 
And death and ruin once to IHum bore ; 
So wild a mood the Centaurs bade of old 
Attack Pirithoiis with their fretted gold. 
Why quote the Greeks, when thou couldst prompt 

the deed, 
Great suckling of the savage she- wolf 's breed. 
Who on chaste maidens laid thy lawless hand, 
ind love runs riot now through all the land? 
Ah ! blest Alcestis, blest Penelope, 
Bless'd be all faithful wives who loved like ye ! 
But why to Purity build altars still. 
If every bride may be whate'er she will P 
He whose gross art first spread the canvas o'er 
With scenes of vice unseen, unknown before, 
Of ruin'd modesty, be his the b^ame. 
And maidens leveU'd to his own vile shame. 
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But cursed be lie who first, to charm the eyes, 
Clothed such wild wantonness in beauty's guise ! 
No glowing fresco deck'd of old the hall, 
No scene of shame was blazon*d on the wall ; 
Then wonder not that mouldering cobwebs twine, 
And weeds wave rankly now in godheads' shrine. 
What boots to bolt the door, the guard to arm, 
And bar each foot that threatena thee with harm P 
No power can keep thee pure against thy will ; 
Fear sin thyself, and thou art safe from HI. 
No wife, no mistress can I love, save thee — 
Wife, mistress, aU in all thou art to me I 

vn. 

Gavisa est eerie, 

A H, happy day for Cynthia, when she hears 
"^^ That law's no more which moved us oft to 

tears, 
Lest it should part us, though almighty Jove 
Could scarcely sever those that truly love ; 
Great, great is CsBsar, yet his greatness rests 
On conquer'd nations, not in lovers' breasts. 
Sooner shall sev'ring steel my neck divide, 
Than married bliss unwed me from thy side ; 
Or I, a husband, pass thy injured door. 
And weep, to think to me 'twill ope no more ; 
While sadder far than funeral-trumpet notes, 
The pipe's gay music round thy pillow floats. 
It little boots that sons of mine should come 
To cany steel, or swell the ranks of Borne; 
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Yet, shotdd I follow Cynthia to the field, 
Then to my haste e'en Cyllarus wonld yield. 
Yet, no — for 'tis the Muse that gives me fame. 
And wafts to Scythia's steppes no warrior's name. 
Be I to her what Cynthia is to me. 
Then, rich in love, I scorn paternity. 

vin. 

JEripitti/r nobis. 

'T'GEN from the side of her I loved so long, 
J- Do8tbidmeliuflh,myfiiend,themoimJal8ongP 
All qnarrels may be heal'd, save those of love^ 
Kill me ; for I no dang'rons foe can prove. 
Conld I in other arms see her recline. 
Mine, mine no more, that once was only mine P 
An, all is changed : love changes with the day ; 
Throngh snn, through shade, love's wheel rons 

swift away. 
Nor kings, nor heroes conld their greatness save ; 
E'en Troy lies low, and Thebes is in the grave. 
With gifts, with song, fuU well I play'd my part. 
Yet conld I never win that stony heart. 
Bnt, ah ! too long this reckless love of mine 
Has bid me bear, false girl, with thee and thine. 
Shall I be free no more P and wilt thon still 
Taunt and insult me at thy own proud will P 
Or must Propertius fall in life's young bloom P 
Yes, die, and let her triumph o'er my tomb. 
My mem'ry execrate, insult my shade. 
And spurn the turf where e'en my bones are laid ! 
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Ah ! did not Heamon o'er his mnrder'd bride 
FaU with the death-spear rankling in his side, 
And laid his bones with hers whose luckless fate 
Had made his Theban home all desolate P 
Yet when I die, then wiQ thy end be dne, 
And the same steel shall drain thy life-blood too. 
Shamefdl and sad such end must be, yet I 
Shall comfort fbid, to think that thou must die. 
When fair Briseis from his side was torn, 
Achilles languished, aimless and forlorn; 
His flying comrades routed on the strand. 
And Grecian death-fires, lit by Hector's hand ; 
Patroclus mangled on the distant heath, 
Lying with blood-stain'd hand, relaz'd in death. 
Such sights he saw unrecking and unmoved. 
So deep his anguish, robb'd of her he loved. 
But when slow justice had restored the maid. 
Then mighty Hector in the dust was laid. 

No warrior goddess-bom he fights in me, 
Yet shall Love gain no bloodless victory. 

IX. 
late quod est, 

T T THAT I was once, another is ; and he 
^ ^ Another still more favour'd soon will see. 
Yet could Penelope's heroic mood 
For twice ten years be true, though thousands 

woo'd; 
The treacherous web each suitor's hopes would stay, 
And night undid the labours of the day. 
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Though hope itself be gone, UlysBes dead, 
Yet wotdd she wait and watch tiU life be fled. 
Aye, and Briseis, where her loved one lay. 
Bruised her fair cheek, and tore her locks away ; 
With many a tear the captive wail'd her lord, 
Wash'd his poor mangled corpse in Xanthns* 

ford. 
And the hnge hero's dust at length found rest 
In the slight haven of a maiden's breast. 
She who still loved him, reft of all beside. 
Of parents — e'en of her he caU'd his bride. 
True sons, and loyal, then Achaia bore. 
And virtue flourish'd in the midst of war ; 
But thee a single night can faithless prove, 
A single day refute thy vaunted love ; 
And thou, gay reveller, amid the wine 
Wouldst taunt in bitter scorn this love of mine ; 
And court the man who once deserted thee — 
Heaven give thee joy of such a boor as he ! 
Whose prayers were those that snatch'd thee from 

the dead. 
When death's dark wave was closing o'er thy head. 
When all thy weeping friends stood round thee 

there ? 
Where was this gallant then, false Cynthia, where .^ 
What wouldst thou say if war should bid me fly. 
O'er far-off seas, to India's burning sky ? 
Some shift, some falsehood then would serve thy 

turn — 
This is a task that women love to learn. 
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The fickle blast tliat shifts the shoaling seas, 
The leaves that tremble in the sonthem breeze, 
Less frail are they than woman's faith, and all 
The trivial whims that change her love to gall. 

Since this, then, is thy pleasure, I will flee. 
Sharpen, ye Loves, yonr deadliest bolts for me. 
Quick, pierce this breast, and rob me of my life. 
No mea^e triumph nor inglorious strife. 
Witness, ye stars, ye frosty winds of mom. 
Thou stealthy door that welcomed me forlorn, 
Nought else I loved like thee, and ever will. 
Through scorn and hatred, Cynthia, love thee still ! 
None else shall reign where Cynthia reign*d of yore; 
None else shall please me, as I'm thine no more. 
If for this wish my faith can e'er atone. 
Pray Heaven that love of thine may freeze to stone. 

Stem was the strife that in a mother's sight 
Inflamed the Theban chiefs of old to fight : 
Sterner were that, if Cynthia be the prize. 
And we, self-murder'd, fall before her eyes. 
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L 

8ed tempus lustrare. 

TVJ OW wake in Helicon a loftier strain, 

-*• ^ And let the coarser sweep a wider plain ! 

The might of warriors rushing to the field. 

And Bome's great chief a warlike theme shall yield. 

Courage in weighty works must power supply, 

And praise be mine that IVe the will to try. 

Love sways the young, and war the old man's song : 
Be camps my theme, of love I've sung too long. 
Now must my walk be staid, and calm my brow ; 
Far other notes my muse would teach me now. 
Then rise, my soul, and let th' Aoniau band 
Breathe the high strains such mighty themes 

• demand; 
For now the Parthian flings his bow aside, 
And, all too late, repents that Grassus died ; 
Low at thy comiug India bends the knee. 
And Araby, the jealous, quails to thee ; 
Each far-off land beyond th' estranging foam 
Shall feel thy might, and own the Lord of Eome. 
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And I, if fate be kind, amid thy train 
Shall by my song some meed of glory gain. 
Too low to reach the stately statue's l^ead, 
Men lay their chaplet at its feet instead; , 
So I, too weak to climb the heights of song, 
Bring a poor gift, and worship in the throng. 

Undrain'd by me are Hesiod's founts ; but still 
Love bathed me once beneath th* Aonian rill. 

n. 

Scribant de te alii. 

T TNSUNG or not, another's be the toil 
^^ To praise thy charms, and sow a thankless soil; 
Yet, doubt it not, those charms must fly, and be 
Whelm'd in the same dark bier that waits for thee ; 
And the rough boor shaJl pass without a sigh 
For all the wit interr'd where thou dost lie. 

m. 

Quicumque illefuit. 

'lirHOE'ER the love-god as a boy designed, 

^ ^ Dost thou not think he had a master-mind P 
The blind and careless lives of Love's gay crew, 
The mad unthrifb that recks not loss, he knew; 
Shaped aery wings with no unmeaning art. 
And bade the God flit ever in the heart ; 
For o'er Love's sea, now high, now low we ride. 
Where never gale blows constant o'er the tide. 
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Tis well the barbM shaft his hand shonld deck. 
The Cretan quiver dangle from his neck. 
For Love can wound before we see the foe ; 
It rankles deep, jet none can fly the blow. 
And I ! I feel the youthful archer's stings. 
Yet has he lost, methinks, those aery wings. 
Since from my breast, alas ! he flies no more, 
Bnt drains my life-blood in relentless war. 
What boots to trinmph o'er a wither'd heart ? 
Then torn for very shame elsewhere thy dart, 
Let hearts nnblighted yet thy victims be. 
Nor waste thy venom on a shade like me. 
Or lose bnt me, and who shall sing thy might P 
'TIS to thy glory, though my mnse is slight, 
My love's dark eye, rich hair, and hand I sing, 
And how her fairy footsteps softly ring. 

IV. 

Non tot AcJuBmeniis. 

'T*HE shafts of love that pierce my breast are more 
-■• Than all the armouries of Persia's war. 
'Twas Love that bid me tune my feeble lay, 
And hannt the shades where Hesiod loved to 

stray — 
Not that the Thracian oaks might heed my song. 
Or savage beasts be charm'd the vales along; 
Bnt that my verse might bend proud Cynthia's 

will. 
And mine surpass the Grecian masters' skill. 
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Yet wotdd mere beantj never charm mine eye, 
Or Love be won by boasts of lineage high. 
If some fair scholar bnt my listener be, 
And critic lips their verdict give for me. 
Give me bnt this, and let the rabble sneer ; 
Approved by Cynthia's taste, I shall not fear. 
If she be kind and true, then I, for love, 
Methinks, could face the wrath of Heaven above ! 

Bnt when my eyelids close in death's dark shade, 
Hear the last rites I wonld to me were paid :— 
No mask, no long procession let there be ; 
No trompet sonnd an empty wail for me; 
No ivory conch, for these poor bones to He 
In all the pride of Eastern blazonry ; 
No dish of frankincense— I scorn them all! 
Be mine the poor plebeian's funeral 
'Twill lack no rite if my three books shall go 
In solemn pomp to Her who reigns below. 
But thou, with bosom bared, thy grief proclaim. 
And weary not in calling on my name. 
Press a last kiss to these cold lips, and ponr 
The dripping alabaster's fragrant store ; 
Then, as the rising flames my relics bum, 
Gather the ashes to their scanty urn ; 
And bid the laurel with its leaves o'ershade 
The humble hillock where my dust is laid. 
" Here, cold in death," my epitaph shall run, 
" Sleeps the warm heart that never loved but one!" 
Then shall my grave be famous as the tomb 
Of Fthia's son, that caused a maiden's doom. 
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And when death calls thee, too, as call it must. 
Gome late to me, who wait thee in the dnst ; 
Bnt spurn not me, while life is with thee yet — 
The dead remember, though the quick forget. 
Ah ! it were better that the fatal three 
Had laid in infant years their doom on me. 
Than wait in weariness death's lingering call. 
And, Nestor-like, see generations Ml ! 
Had some kind foeman 'mid the Trojan strife 
Freed the old hero from his load of life, 
Then had he moum'd not when his first-bom fell, 
Or cried on death to give him rest as well. 

Yet wilt thou sometimes weep thy lover's fate. 
And learn to love when love is all too late ; 
Like she, th' Idalian queen, who wept of yore 
Her ia^ Adonis, murder'd by the boar; 
By her own stream he lay, 'tis said, and there 
The goddess wander'd with disheveU'd hair — 
So shalt thou weep for me, and call in vain 
The silent dust to answer thee again. 

YI. 31. 
Terra priusfalso, 
" I ^njii sun shall sooner hide his light, and earth 
^ Disclose beneath the plough some monstrous 

birth; 
Sooner shall flowing rivers backward fly, 
And fishes float in channels long drain'd dry. 
Than I forsake the cause of all my tears — 
In Hfe, in death I can be only hers. 
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Give o'er again but one sncli blissfiil dream, 
Then wonld a single year a lifetime seem ; 
Or give me more, and I were all divine — 
Heaven's immortality no match for mine. 

Bnt, ah ! if all wonld live a life like this, 
Or steep their sonls in wine's forgetful bUss, 
No sword wonld flash, no flag wonld ride the breeze. 
No bones be monldering now 'neath Actian seas ; 
Nor Eome, beset by trinmphs dearly won. 
Pray that her weary task of tears were done. 
Be mine the praise, by fiitore ages given. 
Of joys that never roused the wrath of Heaven. 
So pluck life's finiits, till life's short day be o'er. 
Give all thou canst, and still I'll ask for more. 
The garland withers, and its flow'rets fall 
Fast on the cups that deck the banquet hall ; 
And we, though love be ours, and hopes be high. 
Must swell the hoards of Death's dark treasury. 

vn. 

Prcetor ah Ulyricis. 

ILLYEIA'S silly lord has cross'd the sea ; 
Plunder to thee he brings, but grief for me. 
If he had died beneath Ceraunia's brow, 
Neptune, what thanks should I be paying now ! 
At that fuU board myself ye well can spare— 
The night-door opens, but I pass not there. 
And well it is the laden prize to keep, 
And fleece of all his coat that silly sheep ; 
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Till, when he stands relieved of all he bore, 

Thon shipp'st him to Ulyria's coast once more. 

Bnt Cynthia never aims at power or praise ; 

Th' affection of the heart is all she weighs ! 

Venns, I call thee to avenge my ill ; 

Ah, never let their tortnring loves be still ! 

Ah, me ! can any briber win her love ? 

K bribe can bny my fair, bear witness, Jove I 

For gems she bade me to the deep descend. 

And e'en from Tyrian marts their treasures rend. 

Would that none rich had ever lived in Eome, 

And Eomulns had kept his straw-built home ! 

Then our frail loves no gold would e'er engage ; 

One home would shelter each from youth to age. 

'Tis not what thou hast dared in thy disgrace — 

Twining thy white arms in a foul embrace; 

'Tis not for thine own trespass that I wail. 

But that the fairest forms are ever frail. 

****** 

In Eriphyle's gifts what death was found ! 
Behold what suffering wrapt Creusa round I 
Can I not leave thee, wanton as thou art, 
When insult bids me play a sterner part P 
Too long my muse a solace fails to yield ; 
Too long I shun the theatre and the field. 
Shame it were longer thus — ^unless it be 
The dull alone that spurn Love's witchery. 
Look at the lord whose thousands found a grave. 
Their shouts all hush'd beneath the Actian wave : 
'Twas love, disgraceful love, his sails unfurl'd. 
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To seek for safety in a distant world. 

Be this thy trinmph, Csesar, this thy palm : 

The conqneror's hand restored an empire's calm. 

And for those gifts he gave — ^the silk attire, 
The emeralds' sheen, the topaz' golden fire — 
Changed to vile earth and water may they be, 
And wild winds sport with them in mockery I 
Jove langhs not always at false lovers' guile, 
Nor spurns entreaties with an easy smile. 
Have ye not heard the gathering thunder roll. 
And mark'd the bolt of heaven leap down the 

pole? 
They heed no Pleiad's voice, nor tempest's call, 
Tis not for nothing that the Hghtnings fall : 
They come to punish her who breaks her vow. 
Since Jove himself has wept such wrongs ere now. 

Ah, me ! a silken dress is purchased dear, 
If every cloud can make the owner fear. 

ym. 

Mentiri noctem. 

'T'O break thy word, to mar a lover's bliss — 
-^ The murderer's guilt can scarcely vie with this 
Yet snch a fate, I feel, will be mine own 
Whene'er I languish weary nights alone. 
The woes of Tantalns may touch thy heart. 
When from his thirsty lips the waters start ; 
Or Sisyphus thy tears command, as still 
He rolls his weary stone up all the hill ; 

E 
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But none worse doom'd than lovers, oooldst thou see ; 
None else, if wise, thou wouldst not sooner be. 
I, once so bless'd, that envy stood aghast, 
Am scarce admitted for this fortnight past. 
Then headlong will I cast me from on high. 
Or drain the tainted cnp of poison dry ; 
For now the moon is waning, and no more 
Can sleep be mine, or whispers at the door ; 
Yet, be it so, from her I will not part — 
Perhaps such constancy may move her heart. 

IX. 
Assidua multis, 

ipROLONG'D complaints have oft made lovers 

"*■ part. 

But silent grief can win a woman's heart. 

See not, where it were better not to see, 

And let thy tongue beHe thy. misery. 

What if my hair with age was silver'd now, 
And time had writ its wrinkles on my brow P 
Yet never did the yonthftd queen of Dawn 
Leave old Tithonus in the East forlorn. 
Without a kiss to cheer him as he lay, 
E*en yet her coursers smote the water-way. 
Soft by his side in her far East she Hes, 
And chides the fate too soon that bids her rise, 
To glad the heavens with that golden smile 
She fain had hidden from the world awhile; 
Gouch'd by the old man's side, the young, the fair. 
She still can lie, and kiss his silver hair, 
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Her own lost Memnon, she can e'en forget, 
Tithonus lives, and love is stronger yet. 
But thou, false heart, can spurn, though I be yoang, 
And thee will stealing age bid stoop ere long. 
Love oft will change; why, then, should I deplore? 
And punish her he smiled upon before. 

Is the stain'd Britain comely in thine eyes, 
That thoushouldst drench thy head with foreign dyes? 
The face that Nature gives alone is fair. 
And Dutch dosmetics shame a Roman's hair. 
Then may her doom below be hard, say I, 
Who bids, weak fool, her tresses act a lie ; 
Or, if one tinged her locks with azure hue. 
Would fashion then declare alone for blue P 
But thou wilt come adom'd enough for me, 
If thou but come as often as may be. 
No brother hast thou, then, to charm, no son ; 
And I, the claims of aU combine in one ; 
So let thy love for me be all thy care. 
And sit not with elaborated hair ; 
Lest I believe what scandal says of thee — 
Scandal, whose breath can cross the land and sea. 

X. 

Mtsi me invito, 

'T'HOUGH I am grieved that thou art leaving 
-^ Eome, 

'Tis well the country is to be thy home ; 
Where in the quiet fields no rival's love 
My Cynthia's chastity can hope to move. 

£ 2 
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Thj csigement shall not ling with lonars' fi^its ; 
Xo serenading shall distoib thy mghts. 
These londj hiDs shall chann tiry solitade; 
The sbn]^ peasants' fiodcsy and hedge-rows rode ; 
No scenery of the stage shall there entice; 
No fanes like those which tempted thee to vice. 
Non^^ shalt thon see» save oxen at the plongh. 
And Yine-leaves dropping firom the wdl-pmned 

boogh; 
Shalt bear th j incense to some woodland ccfl. 
While at the hearth a Iridling &Ils as well ; 
Join in the dance, display th j anldes' grace. 
But in the throng beware a stranger^s &ce. 
I too will hnnt, and pray for Dian's aid ; 
Enoogli of Yenns, now her debts are paid. 
High on the jxine the antler'd spoils Fll place. 
And nige the eager honnd npon the chase ; 
Yet will I ronse no Hon firom his home. 
Nor to close qnarters with the wild boar come ; 
I'm only bold to net the iamorons hare. 
And pierce with ready dart the bird in air. 
Where buried in his woods Clitmnnns gleams. 
And bathes the oxen snow-white in his streams. 
Whene'er, my life, thon tak'st the field, be sure 
Few moons shall bring me to thy distant door ; 
Woods shall not check me, nor those wand'ring riUs 
That spread their mazes in the mossy lulls. 
Thy name can never cease my tongue to move; 
Let no one in my absence try my Love ! 



BOOK in.] PROPERTIUS. 53 

XI. 

Quidjles ahducta. 

■\ T 7HT, like Briseis, dost thon weep, forlorn P 

^ ^ Or, as Andromaclie, to bondage torn P 
Why weary heaven, mad girl, with all thy woe, 
And weep to think my love conld sink so low P 
Louder than she who tells her nightly tale 
To Attic leaves, the monmful nightingale ; 
Or Kiobe, who saw, as fables say. 
Twelve children die, and wept herself away. 
Lock close the brazen bars, be mine the doom. 
That fetter'd Danae to her living tomb. 
Each lock, each door, to win thee, wonld I pass. 
And burst in rapture through the gates of brass. 
Deaf as I am to aU they say of thee, 
Ah, never doubt thy lover's constancy ! 
Shade of my parents dead, avenge, I pray, 
Avenge the falsehood, if 'tis false to say 
That I am thine, my love, till death's last gloom 
Wrap life and love together in the tomb ! 
E'en though thou wert less fair, less widely known. 
Thy gentle sway would make me all thine own. 
Seven moons have spun their course the heavens 

along. 
Ere thou and I have been on every tongue ; 
And yet thy door to me has open'd wide. 
And mutual love oft bound me to thy side. 
No gifts I gave ; this debt of thanks I owe — 
If I was pleasing, kindness made me so, 
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Who woo'd thee not? whom didst thon woo save 

me? 
If, then, I e'er forget snch constancy, 
Let all the fabled fdries hannt me still, 
Or Hell's dark judge condemn me at his will ! 
'Midst Tityns' birds let one await me there ; 
And Sisyphns with me his labours share ! 
Then write no more these suppliant billet-doux, 
My faith, once pledged, shall keep me ever tme; 
My love, a boast 'tis mine alone to say, 
Is slow to start, but lasts for many a day. 

XII. 
Ah quantum de me, 

"C^OR all the lies that Panthus wrote of me, 
-*■ Requite him, Yenus, with thine enmity! 
Am I not truer than Dodona's seer.P 
The spark is married, that thou once held dear. 
Now sings the shameless wretch for ease of heart, 
Fool'd and deserted by him as thou art ! 
Mayhap they talk of thee : I hear him swear, 
" 'Twas she that woo'd ; I fain had been elsewhere ; 
" Conquest like that but added to my name — 
*' Such the prestige a husband loves to claim !" 
Thus could false Jason from the Oolchian part. 
And take as wife Oreusa to his heart ; 
E'en thus Calypso saw Ulysses' sail 
Fading with all she loved before the gale — 
Soft, simple sex I doth not experience tell, 
That ye should love more wisely, and less well P 
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She seeks another yet, she holds him fast ; 
Hast learnt, fond fool, no lesson from the past P 
But me no place, no time can torn away, 
In health and sickness, I am thine alwayl 

xy. 

Tu loqueris. 

" TT rHY talk, why argne, now thy verse is 

^ • known, 
" And Cynthia's poem read by aU the town ?" 

Who wonld not quail at this P The nobly bom 
Must hide such loves, or reap the worldling's scorn. 
Had Cynthia been more kind, then should not I 
Be call'd the bard of immorality — 
Nor hear the town my character defame. 
And feel annoyance, though I hide her name. 
Then wonder not I seek for cheaper stuflT, 
Their tongues are softer — reason good enough. 
She ever asks, be angry as I can, 
For a hand-cooler, or a peacock fan ; 
She'd have me beg for ivory dice, or buy 
All of the Sacred street's gay trumpery. 
No cost I mind ; but shame if I were still 
The dupe of one who fools me at her will ! 

XVI. 
Soc erat inprimis. 

AS this the pleasure that thou bidst me 



w 



share P 
Or is it well to find thee false as fiiir P 
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Scarce two short days liave flown — ^thy task is 

done; 
1 weary thee, and love's short race is ran. 
Nonght bat my songs and me thon once cooldst 

praise; 
How quick has flown the love of happier days! 
Let others show the patience and the art, 
The deep devotion of one constant heart ; 
Bid others fight with Lema's snakes for thee. 
Seek golden apples o'er the western sea; 
Drain deadly caps, or, shipwrecked, galp the wave, 
Nor shrink from any toil thon bidst them brave. 
Then in the selfsame dangers test my love, 
And my proad rival wiU bat craven prove ; 
Boastful thoagh now be he, and poflTd with pride. 
Another year shall tear him from thy side. 
Bat me a Sibyl's lifetime woold not tarn, 
Nor toils Hercalean, nor the gloomy am — 
Woaldst thoa bat gather there my dast, and cry, 
" Farewell, true heart, that loved with constancy ! 
** Yes, thoa wert trae, ah me I thoagh lineage old 
" Was never thine, nor pomp of worldly gold ;" 
No wrongs can tarn me — 'tis no load to bear 
My love's caprices, be she only fair; 
I can believe each wreck that beaaty made. 
Or coant each loving heart by man betray'd. 
Short time for Ariadne Theseas bam'd; 
Soon false Demophoon from Phyllis tam'd ; 
Think how Medea follow'd o'er the wave 
Thetraitor-heaxt love bade her stoop to save ; 
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But she who feigns a love she does not feel, 
And smiles on aJl alike — ^is hard as steel. 
Court thou nor birth, nor wealth, if there be one 
To weep thy ashes when life's race is run. 
Be mine, this task, or better, thine the care. 
For me to beat the breast and rend the hair. 

xvn. 

TJnica nata meo, 

"D BIGHT cause of all my anguish, all my pain, 
^^ Never to hear thee whisper, " Come again ! " 
Nor Calvus, nor Catullus could refuse 
The nobler fame that waits thee from my muse. 
Th' unhamess'd veteran rests, his battles o'er, 
The agM bull the fiirrow treads no more. 
The ship fast moulders in the sandy dust. 
The trophied buckler slumbers into rust ; 
But love like mine no age could e'er subdue. 
Be mine Tithonus' life, iand Nestor's too. 
Better it were the tyrant's rack to pass ; 
Or groan, PeriUus, in thy torturing brass ; 
Better the Gorgons' stony glance should Idll, 
Or the dark vulture batten at his wiU ; 
Yet will I never yield : by rust the blade. 
By little drops the rock is softer made ; 
But love like mine no doorstep wears away. 
Hard though it be, and deaf to all I say ; 
Injured and spum'd, for pardon I implore. 
My feet would stay me, but I seek thy door. 
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And thou, proud lover, now preferred to me, 
Fool, to believe in woman's constancy 1 
Who thinks of safety, till the storm be o*er. 
When ships are ofbtimes wrecked in sight of shore F 
Who claims the prize, ere yet the race be done, 
And seven fair courses round the pillar run P 
When Love blows fair, his gales are faithless all. 
The later 'tis deferr'd, the worse thy fall ; 
And thou, though she thou lovest love thee well. 
Lock close thy breast, nor dare thy joys to teU, 
For words of pride will bring, 'twas ever so, 
As they have brought before, to lovers woe. 
Go not too oft, though often she implore. 
Or Heaven will gru^e thy bliss, and all be o'er. 
Were old simplicity again the rage, 
I had not been the victim of the age. 
But blest as thou ; yet me the changing day 
Shall never change, walk others as they may. 
But ye, on many who regard bestow, 
Make thus the boon of eyesight nought but woe. 
Brunette or blonde, no matter which she be, 
Ye find in either tint Love's witchery; 
The melting charm of Greece, the Boman air. 
The winning, and the queenly, both seem fair ; 
The purple silk, the poor plebeian gown — 
From each and all the God his shaft has thrown. 
Be she but one whose spells are o'er thee, still 
In one may lurk infinity of ill. 
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xyni. 

Vidi te in somnis, 

T DEEAM'D I saw thee shipwreck'd, Cynthia 
■*• mine, 

With weary hand that strove to stem the brine ; 
Thy falsehoods all confessed, thy wrongs to me, 
Thy hair all soak*d and heavy from the sea — 
Like her who, throned npon her fleecy car, 
Gremm'd the blue billow as a golden star; — 
How fear'd I, lest thy fate shonld name the wave, 
And the rough sailor weep to plough thy grave ; 
What vows to Neptune then, what prayers I made 
For Castor's guidance and Leucothea's aid I 
Yet, with thy hand scarce clasp*d above the brine. 
The name thy gasping lips would call was mine. 
If Glaucus then that dying glance had seen, 
Th' Ionian waves had own*d another queen. 
And all the jealous Nereids chided thee, 
NesBsa fair, and green Cymothoe. 
But to thy aid I mark'd a dolphin come— 
The same, methinks, that bore Arion home. 
E'en as I stoop'd to plunge me in the main, 
Fear snapp'd my sleep, and proved the vision vain. 

Wonder ye, then, this fair one's mine alone, 
And my good luck the talk of all the townP 
For all Pactolus' wealth she'd never say, 
" Begone, poor starveling poet, hence away ! " 
To read my lays all wealth would she refuse, 
For none like her so keenly courts the Muse. 
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The constant lover oft Bnccessfdl proves, 
For he of many gifts has many loves. 

Then mnst I follow, if she cross the seas — 
Twain lovers wafted by the selfsame breeze ; 
On the same shore shall both in sleep be laid. 
Prink the same fount, and court the selfsame shade; 
A single plank our couch, where'er it be, 
Abaft or fore, it matters not to me. 
I can bear all — let Eurus rage his fill. 
Or chilling Auster drive us at his will. 
Each wind that toss'd Ulysses* bark of yore, 
Or drove the Greeks along EuboBa's shore, 
And wash'd the rocks when Argo's dove flew forth 
To ope the perils of the pathless North — 
Only let her I love be with me still. 
And Jove's red bolt may rive us, if it will. 
On the same shore, imhoused, to lie with thee. 
Or let me float, if thou but buried be. 

But Neptune wiU protect so true a love — 
Neptune, a brother not unworthy Jove : 
The Argive fountain, Amymone's pail, 
And Lema, trident-struck, could tell the tale, 
How love was all victorious, and she 
Fill'd to the brim her golden urn for fee ; 
While Orithyia's fate proclaims the wind. 
That rules the land and sea, to lovers kind. 

Ah ! trust me, Scylla's wrath will all assuage, 
And deep Oharybdis soothe her hungry rage ; 
The veiy stars shall shine, by clouds unhid, 
Bright will Orion beam, and bright the Kid. 
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Or should Fate bid me die, in saving thee, 
An end like that were fame enough for me. 

XIX. 

At vos incertam, 

DOST thon then seek, poor worm, the hour to 
know 
When death shall come at last, or whence the blow ? 
Dost seek to solve th' imraffled heaven o'er. 
The starry riddle of Phoenician lore? 
What lurking perils wait by sea, by land. 
On Britain's billows, or o'er Parthia's sand? 
Dost weep when dangers threaten, and grow pale 
When war's grim hazard trembles in the scale P 
Dost fear lest flame should bum, or roof-tree slip. 
Or the dark poison mantle to thy lip ? »' 

The lover only knows when death is nigh, 
And whence it comes ; he fears no war, no sky. 
E'en on the Stygian waters let him float. 
And trim the gloomy sails of Charon's boat ; 
Yet can Love's charm recall him from the bourne 
From which, 'tis said, no travellers return. 

XX. 

Juppiter, affectce, 

A yr Y love lies sick I great Jove, to thee I cry — 
^^ ^ Thine be the blame, if such bright beauty die. 
Now pants the air with heat, and aU around 
Th^ flery dog-star cracks the parching ground ; 
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And yet I blame thee not, thoa burning sky, 

These are the froits of infidelity. 

TwaB this that roin'd wretched maids of yore. 

Whose fickle vows the winds and waters bore. 

Didst thon to Yenos' self then boast thy grace P 

(She's ever jealous of a fairer face) 

Or slight the majesty of Jnno's shrine, 

Or swear that FaUas' eyes were nonght to thine? 

For, oh, ye fair, yonr tongues are never still ! 

Tis pride and hasiy words work Cynthia's ill ; 

Now toss'd awhile on life's dark stormy sea. 

She waits the hour that sets the weary firee. 
Isis, the homM goddess of the Nile, 

Beneath a heifer's shape had lurk'd awhile; 

And Ino, once a wanderer doom'd to roam. 

Now succours sailors in her watery home ; 

She who was doom'd to monsters of the sea. 
The wife of noble Perseus lived to be; 
And poor Callisto changed her savage form, 
To light lost ships and pierce the midnight storm. 

But if too soon death comes to give thee rest, 
The fate which waits thee there must needs be blest; 
There canst thou tell how little looks avail. 
With Semele to echo thy sad tale. 
While all the heroines of Homer's song 
Yield the proud place which must to thee belong. 
Now, stricken sore, thy destined end await. 
E'en yet the Grods may stay the hand of fiite ; 
E'en yet the queen of Heaven may hear thy cries — 
She still can weep whene'er a maiden dies. 
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But no; the wheel nms back, the spells are told, 
Fade the faint fires with laurel ashes cold ; 
The mocking moon still sails serene on high, 
And the black night-bird summons thee to die. 
Yet Death's dark boat shall waft my heart with 

thee, 
To cheer thy voyage across the Stygian sea. 
Oh! may our double prayers then have their will 
(Come life, come death, I must be Cynthia's still) ; 
Then will I vow a grateful song to Jove, 
And say 'twas His great power that saved my love ; 
Then with veil'd head before the mother's shrine 
Shall Cynthia sit, and tell of aid divine ; 
For prayers like these must win the queen of Hell, 
And thou, stem God of gloom, be moved as well. 

Think on the matchless forms that are your prey. 
And grant one fair one's life, if grant ye may ! 
Have ye not lope, and Tyro's shade ? 
Europa, and the shameless Cretan maid P 
Have ye not all the fair that Hellas bore. 
Or Troy's broad realms ere Priam was no more P 
While each bright cynosure of Eoman eyes 
The greedy flame, ere this, has claim'd its prize. 
Yes, Beauty dies, and wealth and honour fall ; 
Come soon, come late, death comes at last to aU ! 

Then saved, my life, from these sick pains of 
thine. 
Quit the due rites and bow to Dian's shrine; 
To Isis pay thy grateful vigils too — 
To me, ten holy nights, a lover's due. 
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XXI. 
JExtremaf med lux. 

A S late last night, my love, I clianced to roam, 
"^^^ No slave to light my reeling footsteps home, 
A pigmy band of boys appeared in view — 
Too fear-distranght was I to count the crew ; 
Some torches brandish'd, others held in store 
Chains, as I thought, for me, and darts they bore. 
But garments, none ; then one of wilder mien 
Cried, " Seize the wretch, ye know him well, I ween ; 
" Whom angry Beauty to our charge entrusts ! " 
With that, upon my neck a chain he thrusts. 
Jostled, I stumble on, mid mingled cries : 
" Thus perish they our godhead who despise I 
"Fool that thou art, to wander. Heaven knows 

where, 
" While all night long there waits thee one so fair, 
" That when her Tynan kerchief she unties, 
" And turns on thee her half-awaken'd eyes, 
" Love's own sweet breath shall seem more sweet to 

thee 
" Than all the gales of scented Araby. 
" Leave him, my brothers; he'll be false no more." 
Their task complete, they halted at the door. 
Threw back the cloak they'd torn from me, and said 
" Eoam then no more, when all should be abed ! " 
'Twas morning now, and I would fain have seen 
Was Cynthia true: alone reposed my queen. 
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« 



Awestruck I stood, for she was fairer so 
Than when in purple robe I mark'd her go 
To tell her dreams, and pray at Vesta's knee 
They boded no mischance to her and me. 

Yet fairer now she seem'd from sleep to start, 
In loveliness that owed no charm to art. 

Why stand and gaze," she cried, " thus idly now ? 

Or dost thou think that I am false as thou P 

" Give me but one I trust, I ne'er forget, 

" E'en be thou he, or one more constant yet." 
* # * * * * 

She spoke, and blowing back a kiss in play, 
Caught her loose sandal up, and danced away ; 
And I, Love's would-be guard, left all alone. 
One hour of bliss since then have never known. 

XXII. 
Q,tLofugi8 ? ah demens. 

T^OST fly, mad fool? andwhither? Havethywill— 
^^ Fly to the Don, and Love will haunt thee still 
Soar, if thou wilt, upon the wondrous horse, 
And let swift Perseus' sandals wing thy course, 
Or those that hurried through the yielding sky 
The courier-god ; yet Love thou canst not fly. 
Love o'er thy head will hover stiU, and be 
A burden to the neck thou canst not free ; 
Once let that sleepless wardour's spells be cast. 
On Freedom's sun thine eyes have look'd their last 
Yet, should thou trip, will Cynthia heed thy prayer, 
If prompt confession thy misdeeds declare. 
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Though age should chide our joys, and pedants 

scold, 
Still let us tread the path we walk'd of old ; 
While in their ears dull wisdom's maxims ring, 
For us the pipe a lesson soft shall sing — 
Poor pipe, that Pallas sped Mseander down 
For teaching Beauty's brow to wear a frown ! 
Why should I steel my heart, or seek to flee 
O'er Phrygia's billows and the Caspian sea, 
To wake in blood two slumb'ring worlds once more, 
And reap the guerdon of a godless war P 
Why blush to live content with one alone P 
If crime it be, for this must Love atone. 
What blame, if still with Cynthia I would dwell. 
And cpurt the dewy hill, the mossgrown cell ? 
There wilt thou see the Muses haunt the vales. 
Sing love's sweet stolen hours, and all the tales 
How Jove for Semele and lo pined. 
Or soar'd with Ganymede upon the wind. 
Then, if 'tis true the Love-god conquers all, 
No blame be mine to fail where all must fall; 
Nor think thy songs will shame the Virgin Nine, 
They too have melted with a love like thine, 
If true it be CEagrus woo'd of old, 
And won his love along the Thracian wold. 

Let all but yield thee place as queen of song 
Where Bacchus waves his thyrsus o'er the throng, 
Then on my brow the ivy- wreath shall be. 
Who ne'er had been a poet, but for thee. 
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xxm. 

QiuBris^ cur veniam, 

T WEI!^ to see — hence, Cynthia, my delay — 

■■■ Great CsBsar open Phoebns' shrine to-day — 

A noble scene ! The Funic shafts on high 

O'erlook the Danaid maidens' agony, 

And PhoBbns, e'en than Phoebxis' self more fair, 

Strikes the mnte marble lyre in rapture there ; 

Whfle oxen four aronnd the altar stand, 

A Hying masterpiece of Myro's hand. 

Midmost o'er all the temple roofs outshine 

The poHsh'd glories of the Delian shrine: 

On chariots twain the Sun-god sweeps the sky 

Above two gates of bnmish'd ivory. 

Where back from Delphi reels the godless Graul, 

And Niobe laments her children's fall; 

And there Diaoa and Latona stand. 

The God he^&m, Umg robed, with harp in hand. 

XXIV. 
Q;ui ifidkff Upeccat 

'T^O fee ih^ i» iv fM, if out of sight, 
-^ !Sr<WMJ ^5««.«i i}uM harm — ^then, Cynthia^ shun 

Nor at PmfWugU r^sA thy fate, nor run 
To th« e<M4 aia/iel of Circe's son ; 
To Tiv'/li httw iAUsn dost thou stray, 
And tread with aging feet the Appian way ! 

p 2 
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Though all thy leisure best were spent with me, 
For scandal bids me donbt thy constancy, 
When thon art seen to walk where torches shine. 
To light the gloom of Trivia's forest shrine. 

Dost think the shafts of Pompey's colonnade. 
With Persian awnings, cast too mean a shade ? 
Dost scorn the thick-sown plane's well-ordefr'd rows. 
The wave from sleeping Maro's nm that flows ? 
The stream from Triton's shells quick bubbling 

down, 
That makes a pleasant murmur in the town? 
Poor silly fool ! 'tis love that thou wouldst shun — 
'Tis not from Eome, but me, thou fain wouldst 

run; 
Yet idle are the plots thou dost devise, 
And vain the net thou spreadst before my eyes. 
To me it matters not, if thou canst bear 
The load of scandal thou wilt justly share. 
It was but now that I was pain'd to hear 
A tale of thee that startled every ear ! 
" 'Tis wrong," I hear thee say, " report to trust, 
" Scandal to beauty ever was unjust." 
If charged with poison, this had been thy plea : 
" Bear witness, Phoebus, to my purity I" 
If thou hadst revell'd for a night or two. 
Thou hadst not had for pardon long to sue. 
A stranger's love lured Helen once to roam, 
Yet, uncondemn'd, she died in peace at home ; 
Venus, who yielded to the Grod of War, 
Was still in heaven as honour'd as before ; 
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Though Ida, too, has tales of love to tell, 
How Paris woo'd the goddess all too well — 
A scene the Dryad sisters witness'd too, 
And old Silenns, with the Satyr crew ; 
And they were there when once, in Ida*s cave, 
He grasp*d the fruit that shy GSnone gave. 

When all the fair are frail, and fortune sues. 
Ask not, " What mean such gifts P whence come 

"theyP whose?" 
Our modem Bome would be, methinks, too blest. 
If but one maid were purer than the rest. 
Though unreproved, was Lesbia less to blame 
Than she who plays but second in the game P 
He who expects that Sabine laws severe 
Prevail at Bome, has come but lately here : 
Sooner the depths of ocean wouldst thou dry, 
Or beckon down th' immortal stars from high, 
Than make our fair from frailty refrain. 
'Twas ever thus in ancient Saturn's reign ; 
When sank the world beneath Deucalion's tide ; 
Twas ever thus long after he had died. 
Is any now content one love to own P 
What goddess ddgns to live with one alone P 
The wife of mighty Minos, as 'tis told, 
Stoop'd to a monstrous love in days of old; 
Though chaste enough before, Jove woo'd too well 
For Danae in her brazen citadel. 

But if old tales of vice can charm thee still, 
I'll stay thee not ; go, wanton at thy will. 
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XXV. 

Tristia jam redev/nt. 

*^ I ^ H h; time returns, ill luck betide it ! when 
^ Cynthia must yot'ress turn for midnights ten. 
Perish the goddess of Kile's teeming shore. 
Who taught our Latin maids Egyptian lore. 
And bade fond, loving hearts so often part — 
A sorry goddess thou, whoe'er thou art ! 
Yet might the victim of Jove's love have known 
'Tis sad to wander, aimless and alone. 
When Juno's anger made of thee a cow, 
And marr'd thy accents in a senseless low. 
How often didst thou sup on oak-leaves then. 
And ruminate, imprison'd, in a pen ! 
Is this the only reason thou art vain, 
That Jove transform'd thy savage shape again P 
Art not content with Nile's swart devotees. 
That thou must come to Bome across the seas, 
And widows make of all our maidens now P 
'Twere well, methinks, wert thou once more a cow, 
Or that from Eome, dull thing, we banish'd thee; 
'Twixt Nile and Tiber little love can be. 

But thou who findest pleasure in my pain. 
These churlish vigils o'er, be kind again. 
Thou hearest not — ^my words are idly bome. 
Though slow Bootee slopes before the dawn ; 
Each midnight finds thee ling'ring o'er the wine. 
The dice-box in those weary hands of thine. 
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Foul fall the man who press'd the grape's strong 

juice, 
And tinged the wave with wine's adulterate use I 
He who fell murder'd in th' Athenian field 
Had cause to rue the smell that vineyards yield ; 
'Twas wine that work'd of old Eurytion's woe, 
Ismarian wine laid Polyphemus low ; 
O'er age, o'er beauty wine can triumph yet — 
Wine can make hearts that once were true, forget. 
Ah, me ! drink on, and revel at thy will, 
It harms thee not, but makes thee fairer still ; 
With drooping garlands o'er the goblets hung, 
And songs of mine half trembling on thy tongue. 
Then flood the board, and let Falemian stream 
O'er the gold chalice in a softer cream ; 
Yet loneliness shall weary thee, and still 
Love torture thee with longings nought can fill. 

Absence makes passion's tide have double sway, 
Possession cloys the love of every day. 

XXYI. 
Cur quisquamfaciem, 

LOVE is no guard for beauty ; it was he 
That well-nigh stole my Cynthia from me. 
All love is false, experience bids me say; 
Each selfish heart can beauty turn away. 
Love bids the laws of Nature bind no more, 
And turns the hearts of friends to ruthless war. 
A guest he was who bade false Helen roam ; 
A stranger lured Medea from her home. 
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• 

Did L jncens think to rob me of my care ? 
Thy tricks, thy conquests, all were naeles* thefe ; 
E>n had she beeh less constant and lass pure, 
Couldst thou a life of sin io deep endure ? ' 
Pierce then my breast, or poison me at will. 
But her that loves me leave, oh, leave me still I 
Be thou my friend, my close companion be. 
O'er aU my secret couhsels hold the key. 
But tamper not, I pray thee, with my love — 
111 would I brook the rivalry of Jove. 
Fool as I am, when my own shade appears, 
To fill my jealous heart with empty fears. 
But one excuse for crime so base I find — 
Wine must have sapp'd the balance of thy mind ; 
Never again shall age deceive me so. 
How sweet a thing is love, all needs must know ; 
The veteran Lynceus feels a love like mine. 
And bows, sweet thought, before the selfsame 
shrine! 
Can Plato help thee now, or he who tauf^t 
The myriad paths that thread the woild of 

thought P 
CanstiT^mfort find in Athens' learnt bard 
Who found ot pld love's lesson aU too hard P 
Better the Muses' darling guide thy pen. 
Or dream with soft CaUimachus again ; 
Tell, if thou wilt, how Achelous loved 
When deep desird his vanquish'd torrent moved; 
Tell how o'er Phrygia's plain Maeander seems 
To thwart his march with fair deceptive Eftreams ; 
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Or how Adrastitf* steed found voice of yore, 
When from. N^nsBa's goal the pabn he bore. 

tBiit by what fate Amphiarans 1^11, 
Or Capanens, 7oye-stricken, cease to tell ; 
Cease &om the tragic bnskiiL, cease I say, 
And tone thy motions to some softer lay ; 
Turn now thy rhymes upon a humblet wheel, 
And sing the fires an epic bard can feel; 
For beauty conquers heaven, and thou wilt sue 
Where knelt Antimachus, and Homer too. 
E*en as the bull ere yet he stoops to plough ^ 
Must feel the lasso on his restive brow. 
So, lest love's lesson prove too hard for thee. 
Bow thy proud spirit, and be school'd by me ; 
Talk not in Beauty's hearing of the cause 
That gives the moon her light, or Nature's laws ; 
If judge there be that roles the shadowy world. 
Or if for nooght the levin-bolt is hurl'd — 
Look but o& vm, n^ store of wealth is mine, 
Ko pr<^ Ammirid iriomph decks my line, 
Yet at ib^ }m^iWii U^^niy eonrts my side. 
Lord (9f th$ winmn^i^ MfU that thou wonldst chide. 
Then hi m» r^d ^l hmg nights away^ ^ ** 
Wbo^ hmfi l^w^*n ii^m^ has made too sure a prey. 
Whilx* Vir^U *^^ i^mi Cassar's naval war. 
And V\uii\fWi^ w»f4^mroiihe Aetian shore. 
Or innm ^frmh ihs iah idUxoj divine. 
And walk ihdi sMi^d once Lamia*s line ; 

Yit'l/l \h$mf y^ \mt(U of Greece, ye Romans yield, 
A mightier yet than Homer takes the field ! 
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Yet still can lie beside the pine-clad stream 
Make Thyrsis pipe, and love-sick Daphnis dream ; 
Can sing the weanling kid, the golden fruit. 
That wins the conntiy maid to love's soft snit. 
Ah ! swains thrice bless'd in love cheap-pnrchased, 

where 
One simple tnne can soothe the angry fair. 
Or Oorydon's rough wooing hope to move 
The darling of his rustic master's love. 
But if the pastoral reed's soft note should tire, 
His verse can charm at will the woodland choir; 
Sing country lore with all a Hesiod's skill. 
And paint the harvest-field, the vine-clad lull, 
In notes so high that Phoebus' self would seem 
To tune the strings and rule the master's theme. 
Great in aU realms alike ; for strains like these 
The veteran lover and the novice please. 
Or be love's realm not his, thou couldst not say 
Anser's rough note can match the Mantuan lay. 

Such was the stage where Varro play'd his part, 
Jason he sang, and won Leucadia's heart ; 
Such the soft page that bears Catullus' name. 
Whose Lesbia outrivals Helen's fame; 
Such the warm sob that choked the scholar's tongue 
When o'er Quinctilia's death-bed Calvus hung. 
And Gullus sought to heal in Lethe's wave 
The wounded heart Lycoris could not save. 

Ay, and my Cynthia too shall live in song, 
Let Fame but join me to that tuneful throng. 



BOOK IV. 
I. 

CallimacM manes. 

OTTADE of Callimachusl Philetas* shrine! 

^^ Let gi-oves your feet have trod, be trod by mine ; 

First bard of all to qnit the vulgar throng 

And warm with Ghi-ecian rapture Roman song. 

Say to what grot your polish-'d Muse retired. 

What path allured her, and what fount inspired P 

I like not him who sings of arms alone, 

Mine be the polish of the smoothing stone ; 

Such be the Fame that bids me soar aloft. 

My natural muse triumphant still, though soft ; 

Boy-loves, my children, in the selfsame car. 

And crowds of poets following afar ; 

Yet throng me not, nor press thus madly on, 

"Tis but a narrow road to Helicon. 

Many will sing Rome's glories, and the day 
When Bactria's realm shall bound th' imperial 

sway; 
By paths yet new I leave the Muses' bower. 
And tune a lay to charm some peaceful hour ; 
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Soft be the flowers ye weave your bard, ye Nine, 
No chaplet rongli will suit these brows of mine *, 
Thongh jealons critics slander now, to me 
Shall glory pay when dead a donble fee ; 
Succeeding time enhances all things' worth. 
And death will oftentimes give glory birth. 
Who else had known the horse that captured Troy, 
The fights of Xanthus with th' Hsemonian boy ; 
The woods, the streams where first great Jove drew 

breath. 
The blood-stain'd axletree, and Hector's death ; 
Deiphobus, Fyladamas, the fray 
Where fought brave Helenus, and Paris lay 
So changed in death Troy scarce had known his clay ? 
And Bion's self had else been little known. 
Twice by the might of Hercules o'erthrown ; 
The mighty bard that sung of all her woe 
Has learnt ere this that time bids glory grow ; 
So Bome, as years roll on, shall sing my praise. 
And life, though I be dead, attend my lays ; 
For Lycia's god has heard my prayer, and I 
Hid in some nameless tomb shall never lie. 
Now tread, my Muse, once more the well-known 

round. 
That love may list the old, old story's sound. 

n. 

Orphea detinuisseferas, 
TV yr EN say that Thradan Orpheus by his skill 
^^^ Soothed the fierce beast, and stay'd the 
huddling rill ; 
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Citliaeroii's rocks at sweet Amphion's call 

Took shape themselves to frame the Theban wall ; 

And Qalatea coursed the waves along 

To list 'neath MtnB, Polyphemus' song. 

No wonder then my verse each maiden moves 

Whom Bacchus and the great Apollo loves. 

What though no porphyry shafts my roof uphold, 

No ivory panel parts the beams of gold, 

No grottos wet with Martins' wave have I, 

No orchards with Fhssacian woods to vie ; 

Yet are the Muses mine, the world is pleased, 

And by my verse Calliope appeased. 

Ah, lucky maid, whoe'er art sung by me. 

My lays will bid thy beauty deathless be! 

The Pyramids that soar to heaven above, 

The home, star-spangled, of Elean Jove, 

The tomb where rich Mausolus lies in state — 

None can escape the final doom of fate ; 

'Mid fire or storm away their pride will pass, 

Or time's rude stroke will cleave the crumbling 

mass; 
But glory shrined in song can never die. 
Talent alone wins immortality. 

III. 
Visus eram molli. 

A/r ETHOUGHT that I in HeHcon's soft shade, 
^^^ Hard by the fount of Hippocrene, was laid. 
And would have sung the tale in language high 
Of Alba's wars, and Alba's royalty; 
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To my weak lips that mighty wave I bore 
Whence father Ennius drank deep before, 
To sing the Curii three, Horatius' son, 
The royal trophies by /Rmilins won ; 
The wreaths that Fabius reap'd by war's delay, 
Vows heard by heaven on Cannae's Inckless day ; 
The gods that stay'd the Afric conqueror's arm. 
And geese whose cackling note saved Jove from 

harm; 
Then, leaning on his golden lyre, to me 
Spoke Phoebus from the wood of Oastaly, 
" Wouldst thon, mad fool, a wave so potent drain, 
" Who bade thee soar in high, heroic strain ? 
" No glory canst thou reap, Propertius, there^ 
" Soft are the meads thy humble wheel must wear, 
" And on the sofa oft thy book be thrown 
"jWhere Beauty waits, expectant and alone. 
Why hast o'erstepp'd the groove ordain'd by 

fate? 
Load not thy talents with too large a freight ; 
" Safe with one oar on land, and one at sea ; 
" But the deep waters will imperil thee." 
He spoke, and with his quill of ivory show'd 
Across the smooth greensward a secret road, 
Where, sunk in leaves, a grot with pebbles gay, 
And roofd with canopy of pumice, lay ; 
The Muses' image, and Silenus too. 
And Pan's own pipe was there in order due ; 
There too the Cyprian's doves with rosy bill 
Drain'd, darling birds, the Gorgon courser's rill ; 
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And the nine maids that rule Art's varied field 
Worked each the gift their own fair fingers yield : 
This binds the ivied wand, that twines the rose, 
Another on the strings her raptnre throws; 
Then from that goddess-band there spoke to me 
One fair enough for fair Calliope: 
" On snow-white swans be thou content to soar, 
" No warrior steed shall summon thee to war ; 
" Be it not thine war's brazen note to sound. 
Or scare with clang of arms this haunted ground ; 
Sing not the plains that saw the serried fight 
Of Boman Marius crush the Teuton's might ; 
" Nor Ehine, whose wave ran mourning to the sea, 
" Red with the blood of German chivalry. 

** But shall the spoil of midnight routs be thine, 
" The serenader's wreath, the reveller's wine, 
"That from their rooms thy verse the fair may 

charm, 
" And rob a husband's jealousy of harm." 

She spoke, and to my lips the goddess gave 
The fresh-drawn strength of pure Philetas' wave. 

IV. 

Arrna Deus Ccesar, 

'' 1 ^HE pearl-starr'd billows of the Indian main 
-^ Great Caesar cleaves, with warfare in his train. 
Heroes, what wealth ! no land to bar your way, 
Euphrates, Tigris bending to your sway ; 
Though late, shall Parthia feel the Roman rod. 
And all her spoils enrich a Latin god. 
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Now, schoord in warfare, spread the canvas wide. 
Lead forth the. coursers, knights, in all their pride ; 
Gro, Fortune smiles, avenge the slain, and be 
One more bright page in Roman history. 
Great Mars, and Yesta's fateful fire ! I pray 
Grant I may live to see that happy day, 
When CsBsar's laden chariot sweeps along. 
The steeds half fretting at th* applauding throng ; 
When by the side of her I love so well. 
O'er names of captured towns FU fondly dwell. 
The trousered Mede, the bow that wounds from far. 
And captive chiefs beneath the spoils of war. 

Then guard, kind Yenus, guard this son of thine ! 
Long live the scion of -Eneas' line ! 
Theirs be the spoil whose valour won the day, 
Mine, the glad shout that thrills the Sacred way. 

Y. 
Pads Amor Deus est. 

T OYE, and aU lovers seek a peaceful life, 
■■— ' But I with Cynthia wage a truceless strife ; 
Yet lust of gold my bosom ne'er could try, 
No jewell'd cups to quench my thirst have I ; 
My ploughshare cleaves no rich Campanian lea. 
And Corinth's fall bequeath'd no bronze to me. 

When fit)m Prometheus' hand the clay first came 
The wod^, methinks, belied the master's name ; 
Else had his art to Eeason not been blind. 
But laid the first^foundation in the mind. 
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Now, teinpest-toss*d by strife, we seek new foes, 
And wars, like rolling waves, fresh wars disclose. 
Yet can'fet thou take no riches to the grave, 
Poor naked voyager on the Stygian wave ! 
Victor and vanqnish'd will together lie, 
And conquering Marias sit Jngurtha by ; 
With beggars, kings, with Ims, Croesus be ; 
Each death comes well, that sets the poor man free. 

In youth's fresh years be Helicon my care. 
And each soft dance the Muses knit them there; 
The soul sweet-fetter'd by the Grod of wine. 
And fresh spring roses round my head to twine; 
But when life's shadows fall on Love's short day, 
And age has sown these raven locks with grey. 
Then would I learn to read dark Nature's mind. 
What hand controls the world, what art design'd ; 
Why swells the monthly moon, what bids her- 

wane, 
Or ring with Hght her meeting horns again ; 
Why heave the waves when Eurus rages high ; 
What feeds the ceaseless cisterns of the sky; 
If day shall come earth's mighty mass to lower, 
What bids the bright-hued rainbow drink the 

shower ; 
Why reel'd high Pindus' summit, and the day 
Changed his bright chariot- wheel from gold to grey ; 
Why lags so slow Bootes' circling car ; 
What binds in matted flame each Pleiad staj; 
What holds the deep beneath th' encircling shoue, 
And parts the rolling year in seasons four; 

G 
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If judge below, if giant's pangs there be, 

The snaky tresses of Tisiphone, 

The wheel, the rock, the thirst amid the wave, 

AlcmsBon's furies, Phineus' hunger-grave ; 

If hell-hound gape to guard the world of shade, 

And Tityus o'er acres nine be laid; 

Or if 'tis fable told to trembling ears. 

And death-fires end man's being, and his fears. 

Such be my life's last scene ; go, warriors, then 
Bring, if ye will, lost Crassus home again. 

YI. 
Die mihi de nostra. 
Peopertius. 

t 

'' 1 ^ELL all the truth about my love to me, 
-^ As, Lygdamus, thou hop'st for liberty. 
Yet bolster not with baseless joys mine ear. 
Repeating nought but what I fain would hear. 
All messengers should needs be true, good sooth, 
But slaves, through fear, have double need for truth; 
Then tell me all, and from the first begin, 
While I with ears a tip-toe drink it in. 
Didst really mark her weep, with tumbled hair? 
What shower of drops beteem'd her eyelids there ? 
Didst see no mirror on the sofa thrown P 
Her snowy finger sparkling with no stone P 
Her robe loose wrapp'd her tender arms around, 
Her jewel-casket lock'd^ and on the ground P 
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Her house all hush'd, the maidens at her call 
Spinning their tasks, herself in midst of all ; 
While she with wool wonld dry her eyes, and tell 
With sobs the quarrel that I know so well P 

Lygdamus. 

See, Lygdamus, what fair reward have I, 
Let slave bear witness to so base a lie; 
When for no fault of mine he leaves me here, 
And yet can say he holds none else so dear. 
But she who smiles to see me widow'd still, 
Let her insult my ashes, if she will. 
Yet magic herbs, not love, his heart has won — 
The witch's wheel of thread its task has done. 
For him the dark red toad has puff'd its gall, 
The snake*s slit bones been gather*d for his fall. 
The screech-owl's feather from some mould'ring 

tomb. 
And wreath of wool been plaited for his doom. 
If truth there be in what I dream, though late 
My vengeance come, that vengeance shall be great. 
The mould'ring web shall hang their chamber o'er. 
And Venus' self through weary midnights snore. 

Prohirtius. 

If tale so sad my Cynthia wept indeed, 
Eun back the way thou camest, run with speed : 
Weep, and be this the burden of thy song — 
Wrath she may get from me, but never wrong. 

g2 
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Fires fierce as hers are those which torture me, 
For twelve long days I have been pure as she. 
If truce so fair conclude so dire a war, 
Then, Lygdamus, for me, be slave no more. 

vn. 

JErgo sollicita. 

A H, Money, cause of all life*s care and crime, 
-^^ Through thee we walk death's path befor 

our time; 
Stem pander to the vices of mankind. 
All tales of woe in thee commencement find. 
*Twa8 thou that whelm'd beneath the watery floor 
Poor Fsetus voyaging to the Pharian shore ; 
'Twas thou that snapt his prime, and bade him be 
Strange prey for fish in some far distant sea. 
No mother there earth's kindly dues to pay, 
Or mid ancestral urns his dust to lay ; 
But o'er his bones the sea-bird finds a home. 
And each Carpathian billow is his tomb. 
Stem Grod of tempest, Orithyia's bane. 
From death like his what spoil couldst hope to gain P 
What joy could Neptune feel in such a wreck ? 
No godless crew was that which mann'd her deck. 
Why count thy years, poor boy ! and call in vain 
A mother's aid P Unheeding is the main ; 
Else had the storm been still, nor chafed away 
The faithless cable firom that rocky bay, 
Whose shores still tell of AgamemBon's woe, 
Where young Argynnus sunk the wave below. 
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To stay the Grecian fleet awhile, and doom 
Iphigenia to a murd'rous tomb. 

Give back his corpse, his life's beneath the wave, 
And help, poor shingle, PaBtns to a grave, 
Where passing mariners may read the tale 
And say, ** Thy end might make the boldest quail." 

G^, shape the bending keel with mnrd'rons skill. 
There lurks a death-blow lannch*d by human will. 
Was earth too safe that we should tempt the wave. 
And swell by art the deaths misfortune gave P 
Can anchor hold thee, if thou still must roam P 
No end's too bad for him who spurns his home. 
Thy plans are all at mercy of the gale : 
No ship grows old ; the harbour's self may fail. 
To tempt the merchant, Nature smooths the sea ; 
Too bless'd art thou has luck once prosper'd thee. 
To conquering fleets Caphareus ruin gave. 
When shipwreck'd Greece was toss'd on every wave; 
Ulysses wept his wasting crew in vain, 
His cunning baffled by the mightier main. 
So if, content his father's fleld to plough. 
Had FsBtus heeded but my warning now, 
Waxm by his own fire-side his ra«e had run. 
Poor — but where cause for sorrow is there none ; 
He had not heard the tempest's shriek on land, 
No cable rough had bruised his tender hand ; 
But on rich feathers had he laid his head. 
With terebinth or cedar for his bed. 

See, from the roots the wave his nails has torn, 
Down his poor open Hpe the brine is borne; 
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Dark itight bis slirond, one slender plank his stay — 
Such ills Qombined to snnunon him away ; 
A&d this the bnrden of his plaintiye song, 
Wer yet the ^billow choked his dying tongue : 
"Ye gods, jre storms, that rule th' -^gean wave, 
" Xe seas that whelm me in a watery grave, 
** Why do ye snap my life's young years in twain? 
" Far have these han^ been stretch'd to cahn the 

main. 
" Dash'd on some reef of Halcyon's shall I be, 
" Where the dark sea-god whets his dart for me. 
" But waft me home again, ye tides, that ther% 
" Whate'er remain may find a mother's care !" 
E'en as he spoke the gulph had suck'd him down. 
And life and utterance together flown. 

Ahj hundred nymphs of ocean, Nereid crew ! 
Ah, Thetis, art thou not a mother tooP 
Ye shDuLd have raised him in your arms again, 
, So fair a load had never cAused ye pain. 
. But think not, Aquilo, to work my doom — 
At Cynthia's door I'M find a nameless tomb. 

vni. 

Dulcis ad Jiestemas. 

T AST night ve quarrell'd ; yet I did not care, 

-*— ' Though shrill thy tones,, and firenzied was thy 
air; 

Though thou didst spurn liie table, mad with wine, 

And launch the cups at this poor head of mine. 

Then tear my locks, my cheeks, give ange»play. 

Singe these poor eyes, and rend my robe away, 
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True warmth of heart these signs of anger pnove, 
And wrath attests sincerity in love. 
The maid whose accents speak her jealous pain. 
Who kneels in prayer at mighty Venua' fane, 
Who throngs herself with servants round, and strays 
Like some wild Maenad, m the midmost ways. 
Who dreams at night, and starts in j&enzied fears, 
Whom oft a rival's picture moves to tears ; 
Her state of mind can I interpret well — 
Such are the signs in geuaine love that dwell ; 
No Ji^art is true that wrong can fail to move: 

I pray my foes may have a lukewarm love. 

****** 

BeMer to mouxn myself, to mark thy woe, 

To weep, to see the tears of Cynthia flow, 

To catch the message frown'd across the board, 

The silent missive by thy finger scored ; 

To hear the sigh in restless dreams break forth, 

To see thee roused, and pale before thy wrath. 

TVas double bliss for him who fled the war 

To turn to Tyndaris and love qnce more ; 

To leave the conquering Greeks, fierce Hector's 

ddght, 
For softer service in his Helen's sight. 
Still war for thee, or with thee I must wage — 
Be truceless strife my only heritage ! 
'Tis well, 'tis well there's jnone so fair as thee, 
Else hadst thou Httle cause so proud to be. 

And thou, who thought my .Cynthia's love to get^ 
May thy wife's parents live to plague thee yet ; 
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Or to thy suit if she be kind, then know 

'Tib wrath, not love of thee, that makes her so. 

rx. 

MtBCCTiaSt eques Etrusco, 

"\ yf -ZE3CENAS, knightly son of royal sires, 
^^ ^ Whose lot is ne*er outrun by his desires. 
Why dost thou launch me on so wide a sea? 
High barks and swelling sails are not for me. 
To take a load my strength refused to bear, 
And then to yield, to fiilter — shame it were ! 
All themes are not for all to make their own; 
Fame's yoke will fit but one, and one alone. 

Life o'er the breathing bronze Lysippus threw, 
To Calamis the polish'd steed is due ; 
Warm from Apelles' brush the Cyprian rose. 
With subtler art Farrhasius' canvas glows ; 
Here twines the leaf- work traced by Myos' hand. 
There Mentor's groups in life-like beauty stand ; 
The ivory Jove of Phidias, and stone 
That claim'd Praxiteles to be its own. 
Some snatch the palm- wreath of th' Elean car, 
Some bom to fame for speed of foot there are ; 
A peaceful spirit, this, a warrior, he — 
Each follows Nature's growth, whate'er it be ; 
But I my life by thee, MsBcenas, ruled, 
A pupil apter now than he who school'd ; 
Though Bome's proud axes might to thee belong. 
The seat of judgment, and the list'ning throng ; 
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The chaxge that breaks the Medes' embattled line, 
The trophied armour on the wall, be thine ; 
Though CsBsar's bounty meets what war demands, 
And wealth supplies thee with unsparing hands- 
Yet in life's humble shade thy choice will dwell, 
And furl unask'dthy spreading canvas' swell: 
With great Camilli this shall bid thee vie, 
A name, like theirs, for all posterity. 
Next to great CsBsar's fame thy path shall be. 
And truth and honour spoils enough for thee. 
Be it not mine to sail where seas run high. 
But in some streamlet's anchorage to lie. 
The fall of Thebes by Theban chieftains wrought. 
The fields of old with varying fortune fought ; 
Apollo's battlements, the Trojan tales. 
The ten long years ere Hellas spread her sails ; 
The wooden horse, Greek cunning, walls laid low 
That Neptune built — such themes must I forego. 
But mine, Callimachus, thy charm be still. 
Mine the soft fire that tuned the Dorian quill, 
That youths and maids my melting verse may move 
To pay me homage as the Lord of love. 
Yet, didst thou bid, Jove's wars would I recount, 
The giants chain'd along the burning mount, 
The slopes of Palatine where cattle fed. 
The walls of Eome that rose o'er Biemus dead. 
The forest-suckled kings — and higher still 
My muse should soar, Maacenas, at thy will, 
To teU the triumph reap'd firom either shore. 
The baffled cunning of swift Farthia's war ; 
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Felnsinm's fort by Eoman steel laid low, 
And Antony's last suicidal blow. 

Take then the reins, my patron, gnide, and friend. 
Give thou the word, and all my course attend. 
Bat thus much praise be mine, that 'twas from thee 
I leam'd the lesson of humility. 



Mirahar, quidnam misissent. 

'IT THAT meant the message by the Muses borne, 
^ " When o'er my couch they hung at rosy dawn ? 
Tis Cynthia's birth-day mom they came to say. 
And clapp'd their hands in welcome to the day. 

Be cloudless, aU ye skies, ye winds, be calm. 
Smooth your soft manes, ye waves, and cease from 

harm; 
From my glad sight to-day, ye mourners, keep. 
Let Niobe's moist crag forget to weep ; 
Let each poor Halcyon's plaint awhile be o'er. 
And Philomel for Itys grieve no more ! 
And thou, whose birth-star dawn'd 'neath omens 

fair. 
Else, love, and pay to Heaven thy debt of prayer; 
Li water pure dispel thy dreams, and then 
Sleek thy bright locks to tidiness again ; 
A chaplet on thy head, and, last of all. 
The silken dress to which I owed my fall. 
And that thou mayst preserve thy beauty, pray. 
To lord it o'er me as thou dost to-day. 
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But when the incense has appeased the shrines, 
And all the honse in welcome radiance shines, 
Then spread the board and revel night away, 
Unlock thy tongue in froKc, and be gay ; 
From ciystal cells let safiron odours float, 
And the long dance outwear the flute's dull note ; 
Let churlish sleep before our revel fly, 
And sounds of mirth awake the street hard by; 
Then throw the dice, and let their fiat prove 
Who shall the victim be of Wine and Love, 
TiU, night half spent amid potations deep. 
We end the yearly festival in sleep. 

XI. 
Q,uid mirare. 

T S it then strange that I am Cynthia's still, 
-*• My bankrupt life made over to her will ? 
Or dost thou blame the coward heart in me 
That dares not break Love's bondage, and be free P 
Too well the sailor knows the low'ring night, 
And 'tis the wounded soldier fears the fight : 
When I was young I talk'd as thou dost now ; 
Be wam'd by ine, and wear a humbler brow. 

Medea yoked the fiery bulls, that earth 
Might teem with arms and give grim warriors 

birth, 
And closed the wardour-snake's fell jaws, that Greece 
Might win the guerdon of the golden fleece. 
When the bold queen of Amazons her store 
Of darts had hurl'd against the Grecian war, 
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Dropp'd from her brows the golden casque, and 

there 
Vanquished by beauty stood her vanquisher. 
So wondrous fair was she who used to lave 
Her maiden beauty in old Gyges' wave, 
That he whose columns bound the slumbering 

land 
Tamed his strong arm and spun at her command. 

*Twas Persia's queen, Semiramis, gave birth 
To Babylon's great mass of temper'd earth ; 
Untouch'd and safe the meeting chariots ran 
O'er her broad battlements' majestic span, 
While deep Euphrates flow'd to part her wall, 
And Bactria, at her bidding, tower'd o'er all. 
Why brand the heroes or the gods with blame ? 
Jove has not saved himself, nor his, from shame. ^ 
Dost think our warriors' scutcheon bears no blot 
From her by whom no groom was favour'd not ? 
She of her shameless lord who ask'd in fee 
The fall of Bome and Eoman majesty P 

Accursed Egypt — fraud and falsehood's home ! 
And Memphis, drunk with all the blood of Eome, 
Where Pompey's triumphs wither'd on thy sand — 
When shall our annals lose so dark a brand ? 
Death had come better in Pharsalia's strife, 
Or CsBsar's care prolong'd the hero's life. 

Ay, in Canopus' harlot-queen there came 
The one dark brand we bear from Philip's name. 
Who brought brute gods to face the sire of Eome, 
And Kile to scare old Tiber from his home. 
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Fain had her timbrel drown'd the tnunpet notes, 
Libnmia's fleet been match'd by puny floats, 
And curtains soft in Jove's own house unfurrd 
Mid trophied arms and kings to rule the world. 
Why fell proud Tarquin*s pride at Freedom's stroke 
If Rome should stoop to wear a strumpet's yoke ? 
Yet triumph now, and low at Victory's shrine 
Pray he who saved thee then may long be thine. 

I mark'd her fly in fear of chain and gyve, 
And Nile in dread took back his fugitive ; 
I mark'd the aspic's bite her body steep 
In the slow-stealing march of deadly sleep, 
And heard her cry, " With guard so sure as he, 
" What could ye fear from Antony or me ?" 

And could war's threats, by one weak woman 
hurl'd. 
Fright the majestic mistress of the world P 
When Pyrrhus humbled lay, and trophies teU 
How Carthage bit the dust, and Syphax feU, 
When over Curtius closed the yawning lake. 
When Decius charged the foeman's line to break, 
When brave Horatius held the bridge to all. 
And low Corvinus laid the monster Gaul ? 
Guard, Gods, the walls that rose at Heaven's high 

wiU! 
None can affinght, if ours be CsBsar still. 

Forgot though Scipio be, and Yeii's war. 
Forgot the spoiler of the Eusdne shore. 
Pale though these stars have set in one short day, 
Yet still shall Phoebus sing the Actian fray. 
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And sailors, CsBsar, breathe a prayer to thee 
O'er every biUow of Ionia's sea. 

xn. 

Postume, plorantem, 

/^AN Postumtis then leave his wife to weep, 
^-^ And war's stem watch afar with Caesar keep ? 
Can all the Parthian spoil that waits thee there 
Outweigh the pleadings of thy Galla's prayer P 
Perish the heart that gain alone can move. 
And he who quits for war so fond a love ! 

Go, madman ! fold thy soldier's cloak, and lave 
Thy lips nnbarr'd in cold Araxes' wave. 
While, worn with rumour's tales, she pines in fear 
Lest new-bom valour cost her husband dear ; 
'Neath Media's arrows lest thy life should bleed, 
Or mail-clad warrior claim thy gilded steed. 
And all she get of thee fill one small urn — 
'Tis thus the victims of that land return. 

Thrice bless'd in wife so pure ! methinks thou art 
Scarce worthy Galla's love, so cold thy heart. 
What though she has for guard no husband's fear. 
Though Eome's soft school of vice be round her 

here. 
Yet go in peace — ^pure ever she wiU be. 
And half forget, mayhap, thy cruelty. 
Whene'er the Fates safe waft thee home again. 
The kiss that waits thee there is free from stain. 
Thy Galla true through time's slow lengthening span 
As she who waited for the Ithacan. 
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»Twaa not for nought Troy's weary camps he bore, 

The siege of Ismarus, the Cicon's war, 

The brand's red vengeance, Cyclops, wreak'd on 

thee, 
The arts of Circe, and the magic tree. 
The lotos branches, and Charybdis* wave 
Now boiling high, now low o*er ScyUa's grave ; 
He heard the Snn-god's flock, Lampetia's kine. 
Low on the godless spits with voice divine ; 
Left the soft queen of -ZE3a*s isle to weep. 
And toss'd long wintry nights upon the deep ; 
'Twas his the silence of the shades to break. 
And dare with deafen'd crew the Siren's lake ; 
Till the great bow, its master's wand'rings o'er. 
Took life again, and drank the suitors' gore. 

'Twas weU — ^through all, his wife could constant be, 
Yet Galla's truth can match Penelope. 

xni. 

QtuBvitis v/nde avidis, 

"W'E ask why love's so costly grown that we 
•*• HI brook so ruinous a luxury : 
One cause is clear — ^too open lies the way 
That leads to all the riot of the day. 
The Indian ant unlocks her golden stores. 
The pearl of Venus leaves her Eed sea shores. 
Tyre's softest silk ablaze with purple dye, 
The scented leaf of nomad Araby ; 
By arms like these is Beauty storm'd and won — 
Penelope herself had been undone. 
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Clad in whole spendthrifls' foztimes stalkB the 

dame, 
And flannts in every eye her pillaged shame, 
There's nought they ask not, nonght they will not 

get- 
She's coy ; bid high, and thine she shall be yet. 

Ah, India's swains, thrice happy in yonr death ! 
Swart though ye be beneath the mom's red 

breath. 
High o'er yonr pile the death-fire leaps, and there 
Stands each fond wife and weeps with loosen'd 

hair. 
Frays each her life may perish at the side 
Of her loved lord, and monms to be denied. 
Then leaps — ^love's suit well won — ^mid flames and 

bliss. 
To press her scorching lips in one last kiss. 
Yet here no wives are chaste, no maid have we 
True as Evadne or Penelope. 

Happy the swains the peaceful country bore ! 
The garden and the grain was all their store. 
Their gifts — ^the quince ripe-tumbling from the 

bough. 
The dish with scarlet berries all aglow, 
The violet-leaf fresh pluck'd, the lily's head 
Bow'd in white splendour o'er its osier bed. 
The grape green-foliaged, or the painted wing 
Of some wild bird, was all they had to bring ; 
Yet maidens, moved by store of woodland wealth, 
Were woo'd in secret then, and won by stealth. 
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When love's rude bower with fawn-skins soft was 

paved, 
And the wild weeds' luxuriance o'er them waved. 
And men might mark some white-limb'd goddess 

shine 
Through the thick umbrage of the bending pine. 

For gods were shepherds, and the ram would lead 
His pastured flock unsummon'd from the mead. 
And every deity that rules the plain 
Welcomed with words like these the kneeling 

swain: — 
" Stranger, whoe'er thou art that roamest here, 
" Be hare, be bird thy prey, have thou no fear ; 
" Call Pan to aid thee from his haunted ground, 
" Then shall thy rod be sure, and swift thy hound." 
But now the gods are spum'd, their altars cold. 
All reverence forgot in thirst of gold : 
GK)ld buys the judge, and honour yields to pelf, 
Shame weeps o'er Justice dead, then dies herself. 

Mark where the lightning scathed the greedy 
Gaul 
Back from the threshold of the Pythian hall, 
Shook all Parnassus from his laurel brow. 
And laid in deadly hail th' invader low. 
Think how the Thracian traitor-host of old 
Slew Polydorus for a bribe of gold; 
And for the gilded toy that won his wife 
Amphiaraus sank from light and life. 
Shall I speak on P ah, would my words were vain ! 
Proud Eome shall fall, to wealth a victim slain. 
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My words are true, yet spnm'd am I, like she 
Who preach'd to careless ears Troy's destiny, 
How fatal Paris' love, howiraught with woe 
The monster horse — 'twas hers alone to know : 
TJnreck'd she fain had saved her home, her sire ; 
Unreck'd — ^till Heaven confirm'd her prescient fire. 

xiy. 

Multa tuis, Sparte. 

"1 T 7ISE as all Sparta's laws of training are, 

^ ^ Her virgins' wrestling schools are wisest far. 
Where 'tis no shame fo!r maidens lightly drest 
To nerve the body and with youths contest. 
The ball's swift flight aim, arm, and muscle tires, 
The spinning hoop rings off the twisted wires ; 
Adust they struggle to the goal, or stand 
Beneath the blows of each rude boxer's hand ; 
Bind to the cestus arms that love the thong. 
Whirl in mid air the ponderous quoit along ; 
On horseback tread the ring, bind sword on thigh. 
And rear o'er tender brows the casque on high — 
E'en as the Amazons, with breasts all bare, 
Seek wild Thermodon's wave, and plunge them 

there. 
Or urge, with locks white-powder'd by the cold, 
Their native hounds along th' Arcadian wold ; 
So on Eurotas' bank the pair decreed 
To win the boxers' palm or tame the steed. 
Sport in their sister Helen's sight, nor she 
Blushes to bare her breast in rivalry. 
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Thus Sparta's laws ne'er bid true hearts divide, 
Each in the street may court his loved one's side. 
No fear, no jealous guard to watch the fair, 
Ko husband harsh to threaten vengeance there ; 
Ko need to send, thyself love's tale relate, 
No lingering refdsal bids thee wait ; 
No Tyrian garment cheats the roving eye, 
No locks perfumed with tiresome trickery. 
But 'mid such crowds our maidens walk abroad. 
Scarce canst thou move a finger in the road. 
Or know what looks to wear, or how to talk — 
Dark is the road our lovers have to walk. 
Learn, Bome, these Spartan laws, these combats 
learn. 
And I should love thee more for this good turn. 

XYI. 
Nox media, et domince. 

npHERE came one midnight from my love to me 
■*■ A note, that bade me haste to Tivoli, 
Where the two cliffs white-scarp'd like towers appear, 
And Anio's waters leap into the mere. 

What could I do P Night's cloudy curtain dare, 
And brave each footpad's knife that waits me there P 
Yet if through fear I should refuse to go, 
Her wrath were worse than any midnight foe ; 
I sHpp'd but once, and suffer'd for a year — 
Truly my Cynthia's sway is one of fear ; 

H 2 



100 PROPERTIUS. [book iv. 

Yet who 80 bad, as lover's lives to harm P 

'Gainst Sdron's rocks themselves the7'd bear a 

charm^ 
Or tread in safety Scythia's steppes of snow — 
No boor so savage as to work them woe. 
The moonbeam cheers, the starlight shows the 

brake, 
To guide their steps Love's self his torch will shake ; 
Th^ watch-dog sleeps, or soothes his savage mood — 
Safe at all seasons walk the brotherhood. 
What wretch a lover's worthless life would end P 
Spnm'd they may be, yet Yenns is their friend. 

Bnt, ah, if forth to certain death I fare. 
How dear to me the end that waits me there ! 
With store of unguents then would Cynthia come. 
To scatter flowers, and watch above my tomb. 
Pray Heaven these bones of mine may never lie 
'Mid hurrying crowds, and tread of passers-by! 
Spurn not dead lover thus : oh, give to me 
Some quiet spot beneath the greenwood tree ; 
Some hillock's turfy mound that shuns the day — 
No sepulchre upon the public way. 

xvn. 

NtmCy O Bacche, tuts. 

T OW at thy shrine, great sire, I kneel in prayer, 
•'— ' Grant me a peaceful course and omens fair ! 
Bacchus, 'tis thou canst calm Love's storms in wine, 
And mix for all men's cares an anodyne. 
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Thou who canst lovers join, or bid them part, 

Oh, wash this heavy sickness from my heart ! 

For Ariadne wafted to the skies 

Bears witness there to skill in thee that lies, 

And each slow, smouldering fire that tortures me 

In death alone will slumber, or in thee. 

Dark, if thou art not there, is night, and drear 

To him who waits alone in hope and fear ; 

But if thy gifts will soothe my brows, and steep 

My bones in warm forgetfulness of sleep. 

Then will I set my vines and plant the hill, 

And scare each beast that threatens them with 

iU. 
Let but my vats swim deep with purple cream. 
And round the foot fresh store of grape-juice 

stream. 
Then strength I'll draw from thee, and till I die 
Sing but of Bacchus, and his prowess high. 

I'll tell the lightning pangs thy mother bore. 
The Nymph's soft band that routed India's war ; 
How raved Lycurgus at the stranger vine. 
How Fentheus fell before the Msanads trine, 
And sailors sank as dolphins in the sea 
From the green-tendrill'd raft that shelter'd thee. 
Next of the wine-cleft island's soil I'll tell, 
And the sweet draught that Naxos knows so welL 
Loose on thy marble neck shall clusters fair 
Of ivy lie, the fillet bind thy hair, 
Thy polish'd brow with fragrant oil be sweet. 
Thy robe flow loose to touch th' unsandall'd feet; 



102 PROPERTIUS. [book it. 

Soft on thy ears the roll of Dirce's dmm. 
With reed J note of goat-foot Pan shall come ; 
And the great qneen of gods with mitred hair 
Shall ring the droning brass of Ida there. 
While thine own priest, at threshold of the £uie. 
Poors from his gold to thee thj holy rain. 

Themes high as this 111 tone with all the fire 
That breathed its glow on deep-toned Pindar's lyre; 
But from this bondage set me free, and steep 
Once more mj sorrows in oblivion deep. 

XVlii. 
Claurus ah wmhroso. 

T T 7HEBE dark Avemns pours the Lncrine waye, 
^ * The steaming baths of Baias's shore to lave. 
Where on the sand Misenns sleeps, and o'er 
Alcides' causeway sonnds the breaker's roar, 
(For this the path on earth the hero trod. 
Though now the cymbal's clash proclaims the God), 
There some dark power haswork'dabanefblcharm, 
And BaisB's waye, once pure, is fraught with harm — 
Yes, there it was He sank in death's long sleep. 
And now His gentle spirit haunts the deep. 

Could rank, could virtue, could Octavia's care. 
Or Cassar's kindred hearth avail hiTn there P 
The theatre's gazing crowds, the mother's reign. 
When son could rule no more — all, all in vain ! 
Scarce twenty summers his, he pass'd away — 
So brief the setting of so bright a day. 
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Go then, let dreams of tritiinph fire the sonl 
Where thonsonds stand to gaze, and plandits roll : 
The broider'd robe of state, the jewell'd show 
That fires the Circns, aU to flames must go. 
Rich, poor alike be numbered with the dead — 
Bough is the way, but all that way must tread, 
Stammer their prayer to Cerbems, and float, 
A motley cargo, in grim Charon's boat. 
In brass, in iron hide thee safe from sight. 
Yet death shall hail thee back again to light. 
Conld Croesus' golden store avert the hour, 
Or Nireus' beauty, or Achilles' power P 
Though for his grief the Greeks unknowing died. 
So dear the cost of Agamemnon's bride ! 

Ah, ferryman of each pure human soul, 
Wafb his poor breathless body to the goal. 
Where Claudius fares him now, Sicilia's lord, 
And far from human ken great Cassar soar'd. 

XXI. 

Magnum iter ad doctcu. 

A FAE to leamM Athens must I go, 

-^ ^ To lose upon the road love's weight of woe, 

For constant sight of Beauty swells my care. 

And love still feasts him in abundance there. 

In vain each shift I try to cure my ill. 

Love bids me gaze, and gazing wounds me still. 
• ••••• 

Yet stay ; the further, Cynthia, that I roam. 
Sooner forgetfulness of love shall come. 



VA PRC PEETTCS:. 'ancK rr. 



TSasM. sCeb^ bet oneBp I si^v s^snrc of &>3im dksBC^ 

PjuiwiHiy fisoDcTs lAMfUy CuewcJiLiiET ifnnttfe^toye, 

Sow loK and stiaBge o*cr Adna soBst I nomm, 
Jkad iHcajuJse i^ pnjcr Id caibm tfatt Mumatnag 



llie& triicB IDT Inii:, llie long Lnint pMi» 
SUl foA in Ccrinth's Inj licr snb al lut^ 
n^ Hfttfe then iciiiain»--iqk, take the laiid 
Where tlietwm insasVjr eaitli dnided stand. 
Till rest we take in cafan Firens* Inj, 
And mount tiie avennes of nieseos' waj. 

Tlien win I sled nrf beaii wiUi Halo's page^ 
Andbanni ihj gaideos, Spicoras sage. 
Tbroo^ aUniioam — Ihe doqncnce that lit 
Thj tongne, Demostiienes — Menander^s wit; 
Miajliap some canvas growing on the eye^ 
Or masierineoe of hronxe, and ivoiy. 
Or ditding seasons, or th' estranging hrine^ 
Shan heal in some cahn nook these woonds of mine; 
And shamefbl lore sfaan nerer lay me low. 
Bat honeBt death, when Katore hids me go. 

XXH 
Frigida iam mrniiog. 

npOO long at Cyzicos has Tonus staj'd, 
^ Cold Gjziciis npon Fropcmtis laid. 
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By liills the heifer-goddess loves so well, 
The foray cotmtry of the Lord of Hell. 

If Helle's cities, Tollns, charm thee yet, 
And me and mine thon haply canst forget, 
Though Atlas and his load attract thee there, 
The grasp of Fersens on the Gorgon's hair. 
The monster's kine, the Hesperids, the strife 
Of god and giant struggling to the life ; 
Though Golchian Phasis' stream should feel thy 

oar. 
And every wave that Argo cleft of yore 
When the rude pine took shape, and sheer'd the 

breeze, 
Dove-led amid the rocks of pathless seas ; 
Though broad Cayster hold thy bark awhile, 
Or the slow-rolling waves of seven-mouth'd Nile — 
Yet nought on earth can match this land of Borne, 
For here all Nature's wonders find a home. 

Oh, hearts more apt to conquer than to kill. 
Bright is the page of story that ye fill ; 
In spirit gentle as in arms renown'd. 
Where victors smile and wrath forgets to wound I 
Here Anio leaps, and firom his Umbrian hill 
Clitumnus vies with Martins' ceaseless rill ; 
Here Alba gleams by Nemi, and the wave 
Where the twin gods their steeds were said to lave; 
Yet scaly water-snakes ne'er haunt the stream. 
Nor does Italia's wave with monsters teem ; 
No mother's boasting chains her child to die, 
No Thyestean feast need Phoebus fiy; 
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No absent son need perish from a brand 
Lit for his murder by a mother's hand; 
No leaf-hid king by Maenads torn, no hind 
For maiden slain to buy the Greeks a wind ; 
No Juno's wrath to deck a rival's brow 
With shapeless horns, and turn her to a cow ; 
No Sciron rocks, no robber-pines that bend 
The hapless stranger, and their lord to rend. 

So fair a land, my Tnllus, gave thee birth — 
Seek here the honours due to rank, to worth ; 
Give w* thy eloquence, and happy be, 
With wife to love, and children at thy knee. 

XXTTT. 
Tlrgo tarn doctcB, 

A H ! clever little tablets, lost to me, 
^^^ What store of happy news has flown with ye, 
Tablets I've held so often in this hand — 
Ye owed your credit to no seal, no band, 
The fair ye could appease were I not near. 
And plead a moving tale in Beauty's ear. 
No golden hinge enrich'd those modest backs. 
Common the box- wood was, and cheap the wax ; 
But trusty slaves, what sort soe'er ye be, 
Blest was the fortune that ye won for me. 
And such, mayhap, your message : " Yesterday — 
" I'm very angry ; why didst thou delay P 
" Is any maid yet fairer in thy eyes ? 
"Wretch, hast thou then of me been spreading lies?" 
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Mayhap, "Oome quick, and spend the time with 

me, 
" Love has prepared a night's festivity." 
With every word that clever maidens find 
When for a stealthy talk the hour's assign'd. 
Now 'neath his ponderous ledgers close press'd 

down, 
They hold the bills of some hard-fisted clown. 
But he who gives them back shall win my gold — 
Who would for this mere slips of box withhold ? 

Then mn, my boy, and fix it to the stall, 
That Esquihne's my home be known to aU. 

xxrv. 

Falsa est ista tu<B, 

' I ^00 high, proud girl, didst thou thy beauty 
-*■ prize. 

That owed its charm to love's too partial eyes. 
'Twas love's too flattering tale thy ears could fill — 
'Twere shame if muse of mine should sing thee still. 
I praised thy varying beauty, that in thee 
Love might discover all he'd have thee be. 
And said thy cheek with morning's blush could vie. 
Though thou hadst fain been white as ivory. 
The charm I swore no friends of mine could stay. 
No magic thwart, no ocean purge away, 
'Twas idle all — though now no fear of sword, 
No thoughts of fire or shipwreck prompt the word. 
Then with my hands fast bound, no power to move, 
I fed the scorching crucible of Love, 
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But now iit^ Ixiik 18 ciown'd, tlie shoak aie past» 
The anchor dropp'd, tiie haren gain'd at last ; 
I lert mj Hmbsy aweaij firam tiie main, 
Mj wounds aze heal'd, and I am sound again. 

Then hafl to Beason's shiine, if such there he. 
Since Jore has spom'd mj piajers, I how to thee. 

XXV. 

Sisus eram pontU. 

npOO long IVe heen atheme and jest to all, 
^ The witlings' bntt^ the laoghter of the hall ; 
For five long years Fve stoop'd to serve thee here — 
Now bite thy nails, and weep the hitter tear. 
But weep in vain — too oft the trick's heen tried, 
I know the sting those treacheroos drops can hide ; 
The tears I shed for thee shall soon he dry, 
Tis thon hast snapp'd lore's yoke hy cruelty. 
Farewdl, kind door, that wept so oft with me. 
No blows of mine have ever wounded thee ! 

When age with stealing march bids Cynthia bow. 
And writes its luckless wrinkles on her brow. 
Then her grey locks in anger let her tear. 
And weep before the mirror's chiding stare ; 
Be spum'd in turn, and shiyer in the cold, 
firxA Bhnnk beneath the taunts she launch'd of old. 

80 dire a wreck my verse foretells will come— 
Let Beauty hear, and tremble at her doom. 



BOOK V. 
I. 

SoCi quodcunqtie vides. 

QTRAITGEE, 'twas grass-grown liills the Phry- 
^^ gian fonnd, 

Where the huge city stretches far around ; 
Where stands the palace of the naval god, 
Evander's wandering cattle press'd the sod. 
Gods were of clay, though now in golden domes, 
And plain, though not despised, those cottage homes. 
From bare Tarpeia shot the thunderer's gleams, 
And none but oxen greeted Tyber's streams. 
Where up to Eemus' halls yon stair begins — 
One hearth contain'd the empire of the twins ; 
And skin-clad senators to council went. 
Where now there sits our bright-robed Parliament ; 
Old Bomans hurrying to the trumpet's call, 
A conclave in the mead, five score in all. 
Then o'er our shores no floating awnings hung, 
"No saffiron fragrance on the stage was flung, 
No need for gods of foreign climes was felt, 
When crowds at olden shrines adoring knelt. 
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And offer'd Pales with their burning hay, 
What now a horse's blood is pour'd to pay ; 
ABses in garlands were plain Yesta's pride ; 
Drawn by lean kine our dames were fain to ride ; 
To tune of pipes the hind his sheep-£esh bore, 
And sprinkled cross-ways with a hog's rich gore ; 
The skin-clad ploughman plied his whip of hair. 
Whence Fabius rules the LupercaHan fair ; 
No soldier's armour flash'd upon the sight. 
With sticks and brands they gathered for the fight; 
No camps, no helmets ere the Tuscan came, 
And wealth of sheep was half of Tatius' fame. 
Yet Romulus from such simplicity 
Drove the white horses of his chariot by 
The walls that bound his triple colony. 

Methinks BovillsB was no suburb then. 
And lifeless Gabii held fuU many men ; 
The walls of Alba stood in power, I trow, 
Built by the emblem of the farrow'd sow. 
Yonder to that lost city goes the way. 
Where men scarce reach'd Fidenaa in a day. 
The Boman youth keeps nothing but his name, 
The blood a wolf has suckled nought can shame. 
'Twas not for this the Trojan hearth-gods fled. 
When wing'd with mighty fates that vessel 

sped; 
Hope cheer'd the omens when the horse of deal 
The life of those few voyagers could not steal. 
And, awed to pity, each invading fire 
Spared the kind neck that bore a trembling sire. 
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There Decian hearts, and Brntus' axes went, 

And her loved CaBsar's armonr Venns sent. 

The arms of Troy reviving cheer'd this land ; 

Thy gods, O Jnlius, press'd its happy strand. 

So true the trembling Sibyl's voice divine 

Told Eemns' blood ponr'd forth on Aventine ; 

So true the prescient maid, believed thongh late, 

Snng the strange burden of old Priam's fate: 

" Ye conquering Danai, tnm your war-horse home, 

" Up Troy's high walls ye'll pray ye ne'er had come. 

" Fro^ Ilium yet a living flame shall flash, 

" And Jove lend vigour to this smouldering ash." 

Thou best of nurses, wolf, to Mars once dear, 

Bear'd firom thy stubborn milk, what walls are here ! 

Walls which I fain would tell in thankful verse — 

Alas ! great names how feebly I rehearse ! 

Yet in my breast whatever current flow, 

All on my country's praises I bestow. 

Let Ennius wreathe his rhyme in chaplet rough. 

For me, thine ivy, Bacchus, is enough. 

That my proud story thrill the Umbrian home 

Which gave a new Callimachus to Bome. 

Those towers that cHmb the steep, if any see. 

Let bim esteem their quality by me. 

Lend favour, Bome, for thee the work I raise. 

Fair be the omens of your patriot praise. 

May speeding birds sing blithely on my sight. 

And bless my efforts with a prosperous flight ; 

Karnes, laws, reHgion of each ancient place, 

This the far goal to which my steed must race. 
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High themes, PropertitiB, wherefore wish to tell? 
Such tangled verse thy distaff weaves not weU ; 
The Graces list no desnltory strains. 
Thon askest Phoehns what the lyre disdains ; 
Infallible the oracle Z bring, 
In&Jlible the source from which they spring ; 
Or may I never o'er the brazen sky 
Again direct the planets, if I lie ! 
Sprang from Axchytas' son, Chaldea's sage. 
With Conon's skill, my father's heritage, 
Bear witness. Heaven ! I shame not Horos' line. 
For truth dictates each prescient word of mine. 
Yet now 'tis traffic all : for Inst of gold, 
The zodiacs oft-trod path, e'en Jove is sold. 
His kindly power betray'd ; the God of War 
Smooths a false front, and Saturn's baleful star. 
The circling Fish, the Lion's bristling mane, 
And wave- washed Caprieom — all, all are vain ! 
From fallen Troy how Boman Troy should spring. 
And graves by sea and land, 'twere mine to sing. 
E'en as when Arria, weeping at the door, 
Arm'd her two sons and sped them to the war, 
"Homewards," I cried, "Heaven wills ye ne'er 

shaUgo!" 
Two graves lie side by side my truth to show. 
Lupercus, as he sought his horse to shield. 
Unknowing fell, borne headlong to the field; 
And GaUus, foil'd by craft of standards shown, 
Sank 'neath the eagle's claw he thought his 

own. 
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Poor boys an eager mother doom'd to die, 
Would ye had ne'er confirmed my prophecy ! 

So, too, when Cinara in child-birth strain 
Lay on the couch of danger and of pain, 
I bid them pray to Jimo's Hndly shrine ; 
She lives — all honour to these arts of mine. 

The seer of Ammon's sand-encircled grot. 
The entrails fraught with fate, unfold them 

not; 
No crow that claps her wings the weird imparts, 
No ghastly wraith from Lethe's wave that starts. 
But mark the slanting path that cuts the sky, 
And learn in every zone a prophecy. 
Be wam'd by Calchas, he who loosed of yore 
Ships better moor'd to Aulis' bloodless shore. 
Bade Agamemnon's child a victim be. 
And spread his felon cajivas o'er the sea. 
Dry, Troy, thy tears, his crimes were all in vain ; 
Look to Euboea, and take heart again. 
Where Nauplius lights poor Hellas to the grave. 
And all her booty whelms her in the wave. 
Go, Ajax, boast thy conquest now, though she 
Cling to her mistress' robe for help from thee ! 

So much for story — ^next thy stars I'll show, 
Then hear unmoved the tale of all thy woe. 
'Twas Umbria rear'd thee, known through thee to 

fame — 
Ah ! have I truly touched thy country's name ? 
Where moist Bevagna's dripping hollows steam. 
And soft Clitumnus pours his tepid stream ; 

I 
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Where rises sheer Asinimn's beetling wall* 

To crown the heights thj lays make known to alL 

There, all too jonng, thon laidst thj sire in 

earth. 
Thyself to starve in poverty and dearth ; 
For e'en though many an ox thy fbrrows trod. 
That smiling tillage felt the measuring rod. 
Soon when the golden amnlet was thine. 
The toga donn'd before a mother's shrine, 
Grreat Phoebns gave thee of his charm a share. 
And bade thee shun the forum's noise and care. 
A treach'rons task, be elegy thy field. 
That all who write like thee to thee shonld yield. 
Beauty's soft service must thon undergo, 
And prove to all the Loves a usefiil foe ; 
For soon thy wreaths of victory, hardly won, 
By one slight maiden shall be all undone. 
The hook is in thy chin, 'tis all in vain. 
Start if thou wilt, she'll draw thee back again. 
Wake if she will, or if she wills it, sleep. 
No tear shall fall unless she bids thee weep ; 
No doorway seal'd, no guard shall profit thee — 
One chink's enough, if false she means to be. 
Now let thy bark be toss'd amid the brine. 
Now pierce unarm'd the foemen's bristling line, 
Now let earth shake and yawn, thou needst not 

care, 
But oh ! of Cancer's baleful fires beware ! 
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n. 

Q,uid mirare meas, 

\7"^ wonder why, oft changed, I'm yet the 
-*• same — 
Then learn the signs whence I, Yertumnus, came: 

A Tuscan god am I, of Tuscan birth. 
Frighted by warfare from Volsinii's earth ; 
A crowded street, no ivory fane for me, 
Nought but Rome's forum do I care to see. 
Here Tyber flow'd of old, and stories say 
The splash of oarage struck the water-way, 
Till he, to please his children, tum'd, and I 
Was caU'd Yertumnus, from the stream run dry. 
Unless the changing year my title made. 
When fruit and festival to me is paid. 

Yes, the first clusters of the purpling vine. 
The bursting ears of nulky grain are mine ; 
Here cherries sweet, and autumn plums they pay. 
And strawberries through all the summer day ; 
And gardeners crown me oft with fruitage fair, 
For grafted apples won from stubborn pear. 
But hence, false tales ; another knows me weU, 
Myself the theme, believe the tale I tell : — 
Apt is my nature form'd for all disguise. 
Yet turn me as thou wilt, I charm the eyes. 

Clothe me in silk, a maiden soft I'll be ; 
A cloak forthwith can make a man of me ; 
Give me a sickle, bind my brow with hay. 
And ye would swear a mower comes this way. 

I 2 
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At soldiermg I won some fame, 'tis said ; 

Then was a reaper, basket poised on head — 

Peaceful enongh, nntil I*m crown'd again. 

Then wonld ye crj that wine had fired my 

brain. 
With mitred hair, I'm Bacchus at thy will. 
Or Phoebns, only give me Phoebns' qnill. 
With nets I take the field, anon the same 
With rod, like Fannns, hnnt for feather'd game ; 
A charioteer awhile, and next in course 
The nimble Yoltigenr from horse to horse. 
Give me the chance, I'U make of fish my prize. 
Or walk in qniet merchant's decent goise. 
Lean on a shepherd's crook, or through the drought 
In rushen baskets hawk the rose about. 
No need to tell ye of my chiefest pride. 
The choicest gifts of aU the country side, 
How pale-green cucumber, tun-bellied gourd. 
And rush-bound broccoli on me is pour'd, 
And ne'er a flow'ret decks the mead, but she 
Weaves a soft-drooping coronal for me. 

So from the many shapes I'm wont to wear, 
Bome in her speech has coin'd the name I bear. 
And gave my countrymen a welcome meet, 
A tale attested by the Tuscan street. 
And I, when Lycomedius succour bore 
To crush the savage might of Tatius' war, 
Mark'd their slack spears, their weak and wavering 

fight, 
And tum'd the foeman's ranks in shameful flight. 
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Then grant, great Jove, I still may End my Home 
Amid the citizens of busy Borne ! 

But six more lines : art hnrrying to bail P 
I'U stay thee not to linger out my taJe. — 
Yet was I maple once, all rudely planed, 
A god beloved, though poor till Nmna reign*d; 
Then by Mamuiius' art in bronze I stand ; 
Press light, kind Oscan earth, the master-hand 
That cast my changes in so fair a mould ; 
The work is one — ^its beauties manifold. 

m. 

JScec Arethtisa suo. 
T YCOTAS, hear thy Arethusa pray, 
•*— ' If thou can yet be hers, so oft away. 
Where indistinct with blots the page appears 
Mark there the evidence of falling tears ; 
Or if the strokes be feeble and awry, 
^Tis but the hand of one about to die. 

Has Bactria drawn thee to the East once more. 
The fierce Sarmatian steed all arm'd for war P 
The Britain's painted chariot, Scythia's frost* 
Or the swart denizens of India's coast P 
Is this thy plighted troth P are these the vows 
I heard so oft when first I caU'd thee spouse P 
Methinks the torch that led me home was one 
Lit from some luckless pyre whose task was done ; 
My lustral wave from Styx ; my wreath awry ; 
No marriage god to bless me hovering by. 
My vows are every where, but nought they yield. 
Four cloaks I've spun since thou hast ta'en the field. 
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Ah ! cursed be lie who cut the harmless pale, 
And taught the bone-boimd tnunpet's brass to wail ! 
A worthier Ocnns he to plait the grass, 
And feed the ceaseless hnnger of the ass. 

Say, does the corslet mb thy shoulders sore P 
The spear-shaft bruise thy hand nrnised to war ? 
'Twere better so, than that thy neck shoxdd be 
Black with the bruises of love's armoury. 
Men say that thou art thin, thy colour gone ; 
Would it were loss of me that made thee wan ! 
But I, when eve brings back those nights of pain, 
The armour thou hast left kiss o'er again ; 
Then should the cock forget to hail the mom. 
Or counterpane slip down, with fear I'm torn. 

Each winter night thy care my task demands. 
For thee the purple .wool unwinds her bands ; 
I trace thy path to war, Araxes' course. 
The thirstless gallop of the Parthian's horse, 
I spread the map, and track the world to find 
Each farthest work of Nature's master-mind, 
What land's adust withheat, what numb'd with snow, 
And all the gales to Italy that blow. 
Pale at my side, my nurse and sister say 
*Tis but the winter causes thy delay. 

Ah ! happier was Hippolyte, with hair 
Bough barr'd beneath the casque, and bosom bare, 
Would that our Boman maids might warriors be. 
Then had I proved a trusiy squire to thee. 
No steppe should stop me, though the frosty air 
Bound the deep streams in icy bondage there. 
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No love like wedlock's love can e'er endure, 
'Tis Yenns' self that fans a flame so pure. 
What mean thy purple silks that round- me shine P 
The diamond's gleam that decks these hands of mine ? 
AH — all is stOl, save that, as months run o'er. 
Some maiden haply opes the Lares' door. 
And soothed I hear poor little Glaucis whine, 
Cnrl'd on the lonely bed that once was thine. 

With flowers the shrines, the streets with vervain- 
spray. 
With crackling juniper the hearths I pay. 
If owl should hoot hard by from off the beam, 
Or wine appease the sputtering candle's gleam, 
That day demands that yearling lambs be slain, 
And high-girt priests gloat o'er unlook'd-for gain. 

Ah ! think not then from Bactria's walls to tear 
Her chieftain's linen flags that scent the air. 
While blasts of leaden hail like whirlwinds go. 
And flying horsemen ring the deadly bow. 
O'er Parthia's sons a bloodless victory gain. 
And headless be the spears that deck thy train. 

But oh ! be faithful to thy faithfril wife ! 
Thus, thus return, or perish in the strife ; 
Then to Capena's gate thy arms I'll bear, 
And write 'twas grateftd love that hung them there. 

lY. 
Tarjpeium nemus. 

nPAEPBIA'S grove, Tarpeia's shame I'll tell, 
-^ And aU the tale how Jove's old fortress fell. 
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- — ■ ' 

Wall'd ronnd by ivy crags a wood there lay, 
Where whispering leaves the mnnn'riiig rills repay, 
Silvanns' home — and from the sultry air 
His pipe oft call'd the flocks to watering there. 
But Tatins now had staked the fonnt aronnd. 
And ring'd his camp for safety with a monnd. 
Where then was Borne what time the trumpet- 
swell 
Awoke the echoes of Jove's rocky deU P 
And Sabine arms were piled, and flags nnfnrrd. 
Where sits that senate now that rules the world? 
Bome's only wall was hill, one lonely spring 
The war-horse drank, where now's the Cnrian ring; 
And with the pitcher poised npon her hair, 
Tarpeia fill*d it oft for Vesta there. 

Ah! holy goddess, conld one death alone 
For false betrayal of thy hearth atone P 
Oft Tatins on the plain the maid had seen. 
His sword bright flashing to the helmet's sheen; 
Had mark'd his regal port, his arms of gold, 
And dropp'd the nm her hands forgot to hold. 
Then would she chide the moon, whose harmless 

beam 
Oft gave pretence for washing in the stream. 
And bay with lily-flowers the wood-nymph's grace. 
Lest Boman spear should mar her loved one's face. 
Oft would she climb the hill at misiy mom. 
Her arms all bleeding, and with brambles torn. 
And o'er her love in Jove's own house would wail. 
To ears that ill could brook so foul a tale. 
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" Ah, watchfdl fires, dear tent where Tatius Kes, 

Ye Sabine arms, so beauteous in my eyes, 

Would Heaven I might with ye a captive dwell, 

Only to gaze on one I love so weU ! 

Farewell to Borne ; farewell Rome's mountain wall, 

And Vesta's hearth, dishonour'd by my fall ! 

No horse but one shall bear my heart away, 

He through whose mane my Tatius' fingers stray. 

'Tis little wonder Scylla steel'd her heart 

With ruthless knife a father's locks to part ; 

Or that the monster fell, and love supplied 

The thread which oped each trackless winding 

wide. 
Ah ! blush, ye Eoman maids, for faU like mine. 
The chosen priestess of a virgin shrine, 
Yet pardon too, 'twas tears betray'd my trust. 
And turned this altar's holy fire to dust. 

"While all the town to-morrow seek the fray. 
Up this wet bosky dell take thou thy way. 
Yet 'tis a treacherous path, and sKppery, too. 
Where'er the hidden springs come trickling 

through. 
Would that, Medea-like, I knew some charm 
To shield, like her, my peerless prince from harm. 
The conqueror's robe would fit thee better far. 
Than wolf-bred bastard of the god of war, 
And should I be thy mistress, or thy queen, 
Proud Rome betray'd would prove no dowry mean ; 
If not, the pillage of each Sabine maid 
By me thy willing spoil were well repaid. 
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"" Tis I can calm the war, each warrior's wife 
Shall pierce witli me, new wed, the slackening 

strife. 
While Hymen's note shall drown the trumpet's 

swell. 
And o'er the war my wedlock breathe a spelL 

** Hark ! the last clarion wakes the dawning day. 
And stars in ocean now fiside fast away ; 
My eyes grow dim — come dreams of love, and keep 
Yoor kindly watch to hannt me as I sleep." 

She sank in fitfol rest, without a fear 
Of that dark frenzy's power that slmnber'd near ; 
For Yesta» guardian of the Trojan fire. 
Piled fiame on fiame, and madden'd her desire. 
Like some wild Amazon, with breast all bared. 
That hannts Thermodon's eddy, forth she fared. 

It chanced that day completed stood the wall, 
Twas Pales' festival, and idlesse all. 
The yearly holiday, where shepherds meet. 
And store of rustic dainties chokes the street. 
While staggering clowns throughheapsof lighted hay 
In drunken revel take their grimy way. 

The guards at ease obey'd their chieftain's will, 
The trumpet slept awhile, the lines were still. 
Tarpeia mark'd the moment, met the foe, 
With plighted word herself the path to show ; 
Slow up the slumb'ring hill they wound their way, 
The slaughtered watch-dog call'd them not to stay: 
All, all was hush'd in sleep, great Jove alone 
Kept watchful sentry to avenge his own. 
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Her sleeping Mends, her post betray'd had she, 
And ask'd the marriage lot she claini'd for fee ; 
But Tatins, grudging guilt's base guerdon, cried, 
" Thus, thus, my queen, I wed thee to my side." 
Crushed deep in piles of armour down she fell, 
A dowry that beseem'd the traitress well. 

The mount still bears Tarpeius' name, to be 
A guerdon for its guard's calamity. 

Y. 
Terra tuum spinis, 

MAT brambles spring to choke the beldam's 
tomb. 
And what she hated most, be thirst her doom, 
Her ghost uneasy, and the hungry tones 
Of Cerberus affright her mouldering bones ! 
She who, to wedded bliss worst bane of all, 
Had caused e'en chaste Hippolytus to fall. 
And careless if her lord she e'er should see, 
Bent to Antinoiis' suit Penelope. 

Steel from the loadstone could she charm at will ; 
Bid the fond bird her callow nestlings kill; 
Ply her dark simples at the witches' grave, 
To sink firm ground beneath the running wave ; 
Gall down the moon, defiant, from her height, 
And prowl in wolf's grim semblance through the 

night. 
To bHnd a jealous husband by her art. 
The raven's eye beneath her nail would start ; 
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Leagoed with. &Q sczeech-owls to m j doom would 

she. 
Mix the dark philtre of Hippomane, 
And smooth her words, that sin's warm whisper'd 

tale 
O'er the rough path of virtae might prevaiL 
'< If India's gold, mj love, has charms for thee. 
The queenly shell that sleeps in Sidon's sea« 
The regal silk from Coan loom that &lls. 
The tapestry of Persian banquet halls. 
The wealth of palmy Thebes that comes this way. 
The porcelain vases, baked of Parthian clay, — 
Then spnm the gods, of easy conscience be. 
And break each law of niggard chastity." 



VI. 

Sacra fadt votes, 

' l^^iUfi rites begin, then hnsh, ye votaries all, 
^ And let a heifer at my altar fall ; 
Let Boman verses match the Coan bays. 
And Boman nms Gyrene's water raise. 
Be spell of nard, and charm of incense mine. 
With woollen fillet to festoon the shrine ; 
The lustral wave, the ivory pipe to pour 
Its Phrygian kymn the fresh-bnilt altars o'er. 
Avsupt, deceit ! fiy, gailt, to other skies ! 
Soft with plain laurel leaves my pathway lies ; 
Of Phoebus' temple shall my story be, 
A theme, Calliope, all worthy thee. 
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I sing of CaBsar, and in CaBsar's praise, 
E'en Jove himself might listen to my lays. 

Far np Epims lies a harbonr fair, 
Ionia's billows hnsh their mnrmnrs there. 
And Actium tells the tale how Osesar fought— 
As smooth a course as ever sailor sought. 
Here warr'd the world, and on the heaving swell 
Rock'd two fair fleets that varying fates befell ; 
One doomed to Bomulus a prey to be, 
With each soft dart of woman's Eirmoury ; 
While Jove's fair breezes fill'd the sails of Rome, 
And flags oft spread to conquer for their home. 

Scarce had the sea-god curved each crescent line. 
The wave bright dancing to the armour's shine. 
When Phoebus, from the isle he stay'd at last 
IN'o more to rock beneath the southern blast, 
Hover'd o'er CaBsar's ship, with light that play'd 
Slant as the beam some sloping torch has made. 
No waving locks above his forehead fair, 
No peaceful shell to breathe its music there ; 
He wore the look that chieftains quail'd to see, 
When piled in death sank Doria's chivalry. 
And Python's writhing coils were aU uncurl'd. 
To fright no more the peaceful minstrel world. 

" saviour of the earth," 'twas thus he cried, 
Great Alba's son, than those great sires more tried, 
Triumph by sea, the land is thine by now. 
For thee %ht all my arrows, fights my bow. 
Avenge thy country's wrongs, relax her fears, 
She freights thy fleet with all a nation's tears ; 
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Defend her not, and 'twas a luckless sight 

When Eome's first founder mark'd the eagle's 

flight. 
Too bold a front they show — ^fonl shame it were 
Thy waves, great Prince, this queen's soft sails 

should bear. 
Yet fear not thou those hundred ships that sweep 
The rebel billows of the Boman deep ; 
Those Centaur shapes with rocks high poised to 

throw, 
Are nought but painted planks, an idle show ; 
It is the cause that flres the warrior's breast, 
Let it be just, or shame wiU lower his crest. 
My hour has come — ^thy battle join — 'tis I 
Will lead the Julian fleet to victory." 

He spoke, and pours his quiver on the string. 
Keen as the blows from CsBsar's shaft that ring. 
The day is ours, as Phoebus pledged, and she 
Flies with her shatter'd sceptre o'er the sea, 
While GsBsar, gazing from th' Idalian star. 
Asserts his godhead in triumphant war. 
Glad Triton shouts, and nymphs that haunt the 

seas, 
Throng to the flag that gaily rides the breeze. 
In sorry haste the strumpet seeks the Nile, 
This one small boon was hers — she lived awhile ; 
Nor ours the shame of one weak woman led 
Along the road men saw Jugurtha tread. 
Hence, Phoebus, God of Actium, eam'd his shrine. 
Whose every dart pierced deep the foeman's line. 



BOOK v.] PROPERTIUS, 127 

Now take the harp, of war I Ve sung too long, 
For all the conqueror's anger melts in song. 
Let some fair banquet now the woodland deck, 
And roses wreath their charm upon my neck, 
Falemus' wine-press ponr the grape-iiiice there, 

Andsafiroaof^mciaLnchmT^. 

Let wine's quick power inspire a loftier strain, 

And Bacchus aid each poet's teeming brain, 
While one the moist Sicambrian's conquest tells, 
Or Ethiop swart in Meroe that dwells ; 
Others how Parthians at length atone 
For Eemus' standards lost, and lose their own< 
K CsBsar break the rebel East no more, 
Be that the guerdon of his children's war. 
Rejoice, poor Crassus, if thou canst, thej come, 
Lords of Euphrates, to thy desert tomb. 

Thus wine and song shall wing the night away. 
Till o'er our revel streams the dawning day. 

vn. 

Sunt aliquid Manes, 

O there are spirits, then, death ends not aU, * 
^^ But each wan ghost escapes the fiery paU ; 
For o'er my bed, methought, hung Cynthia's shade, 
Though Cynthia in her wayside tomb was laid. 
And from my lonely couch had slumber fled. 
To keep its vigil where my love lay dead. 
Her looks, her hair, the same as when she died, 
The self-same dress all scorch'd upon her side. 
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Her beryl-ring, lialf crnmbled in the flame, 

Her lips just paled with Lethe's draught, she came. 

Her bony fingers rattled in mine ear. 

Though was her wrath still warm, her accents clear. 

"False wretch, and false to others yet to be. 

What power can sleep possess to solace thee P 

Hast thou forgot Suburra's vigils kept 

In stolen loves, the window where thou slept ? 

From which on steps of rope so oft I swung, 

Swarming to kiss the neck that o'er me hung — 
******* 

Woe worth the whisper'd vows once pledged me there. 
Those lies the south wind whistled down the air. 
No shout to hail me ere I pass'd away, 
Thy voice had saved me, though but for a day. 
No pipe's shrill note, no watcher by the dead, 
A broken tile to prop my wounded head. 
Who saw thee at my funeral mourning go. 
Or wet thy sable cloak with outward woe P 
Though past the gates thou wouldst not come, yet 

there 
Thou didst not bid them carry me with care, 
OaU'd on no wind to fan the fires of death. 
Nor fed those fires with spikenard's scented breath ; 
Nor deign'd cheap gift of hyacinths to pay, 
Or broach a jar my troubled ghost to lay. 

" Heat the red brand for Lygdamus the slave, 
I knew the hand the poison'd wine that gave, 
Bid Nomas, artftQ slut, her spittle dry. 
And burning tile shall tell her villainy. 
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She, who but now was strolling in the throng, 

In gold-embroider'd cloak now flaunts along, 

And double task of wool awaits the maid, 

Who of my beauty aught in praise has said. 

Poor Petale, for bringing flowers to me, 

In gyves is taught how cross the crone can be, 

And Lalage by scourges learns to rue 

The hour she dared in Cynthia's name to sue. 

My brooch she melted down, uncheck'd by thee. 

And filch'd from death himself his golden fee. 

" Yet, though I might, I blame thee not, mine own, 
Long in thy poems have I reign'd alone. 
I swear by this firm ravell'd doom of Fate, 
Let hell-hound hear me, and his wrath abate, 
I loved thee too ; if not, let vipers come. 
To twine my bones, and hiss above my tomb ; 
For o'er the dusky stream two homes abide. 
Two paths there are for all to cross the tide ; 
One for foul Glytemnestra, and the maid 
Whom once a monstrous love in Crete betray'd ; 
But others wreath their bark in flowers, and go 
Where soft to heaven's pure sky the roses blow, 
Where rings Cybelle's drum, where shrill the lyres 
Beneath the golden quiU of turban'd quires. 
There Hypermnestra true, and Perseus' wife 
Tells each the story of a holy hfe. 
How once a mother's boasting doom'd her child 
To galling chains, and death amid the wild ; 
And all the tale how one true maid withstood 
The guilt that stain'd her sisters' hands in blood. 
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"Yes, o'er Ufe's loves death drops his healing 
tear, 
But of thy perfidies I speak not here. 
Yet hear me now, if thon wHt hear my will, 
If nought of Doris' magic charm thee still. 
Oh, never let my nurse Parthenie end 
Her life in want, for she was e'er thy ifriend ; 
Nor Latris, handy as her name implies. 
Support the mirror for another's eyes. 
Burn every lay, each book that bears my name. 
No more to Cynthia's beauty owe thy fame. 
Bend the rank ivy, that my bones no more 
Twined in its struggling stems, be matted o'er. 
Then where sofb apple-blossoms shade the stream. 
And Anio's god bids bright the ivory gleam. 
Set stone, and write an epitaph to me. 
Yet brief, that hasty traveller may see. 
In Tibtjr's eabth my golden Cynthia lies, 
'Tis Anio's bank that boasts so bake a prize. 

" Spurn not the dreams that leave the gate of 
horn. 
True are the warnings from those portals borne. . 
By night we walk—night opes our prison-home, " 
Unlocks the hell-hound's bar, and bids him roam, 
But back to Lethe's lake at dawn we fare. 
And the grim ferryman recounts us there. 
Another's now, ere long must thou be mine. 
And bone with bone in close caress shall twine." 

Such the sad pleading of her wrathful tone ; 
But when I strain'd to catch her, she was gone. 
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vin. 

Disce quid JEsquilias. 

T 'LL tell you what last evening set 

-■■ EsquilisB in a stew, 

While crowds of hurrying neighbours met 

To know what was to do. 
Long has Lanuvium, so I'm told, 
Been guarded by a serpent old; 
If thou shouldst spend an hour there, 
'Twould pay thee well, the sight's so rare ; 
Yet, virgins, of that path beware. 

Where far beneath the ground 
Yawns the vast cavern, black and sheer ; 
And meed of food they bring each year 
The monster fell, that ravins near 

And hisses at the sound. 
Each maid descends in pale dismay. 
The food before his jaws to lay. 
Though in her hand the basket shakes. 
If maid she be, the food he takes : 
And safe the chaste return again. 
While farmers bode good harvest then. 
Here Cynthia drove her cobs one day. 
At Juno's shrine the vows to pay. 

That she to Yenus owed ; 
Was it a triumph, then, so great. 
To dash in splendour and in state. 

Along the Appian road P 

K 2 
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Afi she drove by, each tayem sot, 

Fell to dispatmg o'er his pot. 

And though what pass'd I couldn't hear. 

My reputation fell, I fear. 

For well might eyes in wonder roll. 

To see her hanging o'er the pole. 

Shaking the reins, and onward rushing 

Through mire and puddle without blushing. 

Nought of her silken waggonet. 

Her dogs with golden collars set. 

Nought of her foppish friend 111 tell. 

His fatted carcase doom'd to sell. 

And feed the lists, whene'er the beard 

O'^r cheeks scraped smoothly has appear'd. 

I'd been so badly used, I know, 

I wish'd to strike my tent, and go. 

There lives hard by to Dian's shrine, 
Phyllis, a pretty friend of mine ; 
When sober, there's but little in her, 
Though really charming after dinner. 
Another girl, I chance to know. 
Who lives Tarpeia's wood below, 
Teia her name — a blonde is she, 
And quite a match for you and me. 

Methought last night I'd bid them come. 
And spend an hour with me, 
The green-house was our supper-room. 

For we were only three. 
Hot was the summer's thirsty air, 
So good substantial glass was there, 
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With Lygdamns at hand to bear, 

Methynma's vintage sweet. 
A gipsy flutist from the Nile, 
And Phyllis, pelted with a; pile 
Of roses, play'd the bones meanwhile, 

Onr concert to complete ; 
While, last, a dwarf was standing by, 

A shapeless, stunted thing. 
Who toss*d his stumpy hands on high. 

And made the box-wood ring. 
But yet the flickering lamps bum'd low, 

The table slipp'd between us. 
The ace tum'd up at every throw, 

Instead of lucky Yenus. 
I scarcely hear their mirth and noise, 

I scarely heed the fair, 
Lanuvium's gate my thought employs. 

And all my heart is there. 
The creaking gate confirms my fears 

With noise that bids me start. 
And Cynthia, on a sudden, tears 

The folding-doors apart. 
Her streaming hair had burst its bands. 

Yet beautiful in wrath. 
My lips grow pale, and from my hands. 

The brimming cup slips forth. 
With flashing eye she vents the rage 

That only women know ; 
No sight more fell in any age, 

Could captured city show. 
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Poor Phyllis' cheeks she tears in wrath, 

" Fire ! " fnghten'd Teia bawls, 
And drowsy citizens look forth. 

To hear the nightly brawls. 
With tnnics rent, and rent again. 

With torn, dishevell'd hair. 
The nearest tavern in the lane, 

Eeceives the guilty pair. 
To punish me she then returns. 

Exulting in her prize ; 
And slaps my face and neck by turns. 

And strikes my guilty eyes. 
This done, poor Lydgamus she sees. 

Behind the sofa sprawling, 
Dragg'd forth, he clings about my knees. 

For help and succour bawling. 
" I can do nought," I cry, " poor slave, 

"I'm caught as well as you !" 
With humble mien for peace I crave. 

And Cynthia's pardon sue. 
Proudly she yields at length (and yet 

The struggle was a hard one) ; 
" Then learn," she cries, " the terms I set, 

" Whence you may merit pardon. 
" Ah ! never strut in gorgeous dress, 

" Through Pompey's colonnade, 
" Nor where the Forum's idlers press 

" The sand for combat laid ; 
"Nor crane amidst the theatre's throng 

" Towards the women's seats ; 
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" Nor let your litter loiter long, 

" To gossip in the streets. 
'* Sell Ljgdamus to penance sore, 

" The cause of all my pain, 
" And let him drag for evermore 

" On either leg a chain." 
She spoke. I answer'd readily, 

" Such terms do I accept." 
And Cynthia proudly smiled to see 

Her old allegiance kept. 
Each couch she bade me fiimigate. 
Where lay the objects of her hate ; 
Sprinkle fair water on the door, 
And change my garments all once more. 
With sulphur thrice she touched my head; 
Took every sheet from off the bed. 
Humbly I did her wiU, and then. 
Our warfare slept in peace again. 



IX. 
Anyphitryoniadea. 

"\yl THAT time Amphitryon's son his herd of yore 
Drove from their stalls on Erythea's shore, 
He reach'd Palatum's pasture hills, and there. 
Himself aweary, stay'd his weary care ; 
Where stood Yelabrum's marsh, and up and down 
Flitted the boatmen's craft before the town. 
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But Cacns, traitor host, had mark'd the kine. 

And dared to spam the Grod of Strangers' shrine; 

Cacns, the robber-tenant of the caye, 

Who throogh three jnonths three flames divided gave. 

To hide his godless theft in semblance £edr. 

He drove the oxen backwards to his lair, 

Tet lond they low'd, for Heaven had mark'd them go. 

And their fierce master laid the portals low ; 

Thrice brain'd beneath the clnb, thrice brandish'd, 

died 
The conquer'd Cacns, and his conqneror cried, 
** Go, go my herd, last toil of all to be, 
" Twice songht, twice won by valonr, and by me, 
" With lowings loud inaugurate your home, 
*' And graze the future streets of queenly Home." 

He spoke, his lips all dry, and parch'd his tongue, 
Tet fresh from earth no teeming fountain sprung ; 
Though from the shade that ring'd their sacred 

home. 
He heard the smother'd laugh of maidens come. 
There the dark shrines, where women bend the knee. 
There was the holy well no man may see, 
With purple fillets on the postern-door, 
And fragrant flame the crumbling altars o'er; 
While waving poplar-leaves above it stood. 
And many a wild-bird warbled fit)m the wood. 

Here rush*d the god, with beard a-dust and dry, 
To breathe a prayer, too weak for deity. 
" Oh, ye who sport m shades so still, so blest. 
Open your shrine to give the weary rest ! 
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** Athirst I roam, in hearing of the wave ; 

To dip my palm is aU the boon I crave. 

Have ye not heard of one the world who bore P 

'Tis I, Alcides, rescued her of yore. 

Have ye not heard the story of my might, 

How monsters, ever new, I qnell'd in fight ? 

How Styx to me alone her shades unfdrrd P 

Oh, take me in, aweary of the world ; 

E'en if to Jnno's shrine ye bent the knee. 

She'd grant one draught, hard step-dame though 

she be. 
If any fear my look, this lion's hair, 
My locks, dark scorch'd in Libya's sultry air, 
Then know that I in woman's garb of yore. 
The spindle's task, and Lydian service bore ; 
O'er my rough breast a silken boddice laid. 
Though hard my hands, I was a proper maid." 

Alcides spoke. The priestess thus replied. 
O'er her grey hairs a purple fillet tied, 
"Fly, stranger, fly these woods — to see's a 

crime — 
Fly these dark precincts, and be wam'd in time. 
Though far remote the shrine, its altar still. 
Can awe th' intruder man with blinding ill. 
Bethink thee at what price Tiresias saw 
The naked grandeur of the Queen of war. 
And seek another spring ; this fountain head 
Steals its dark way where man may never tread." 

So spake the dame ; but he, a-fire with thirst, 
Shoulder'd the lintels, and the postern burst ; 
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Slaked lus hot tkroat, and ere his lips were 

dry, 
Baim'd the poor spring £>r all futurity . 
** Thou gorry comer of the weary earth, 
ChnrHsh to toil, and niggard in my dearth — 
Let this high altar raised by hands of mine 
In thanks to Hearen for finding of my kine. 
Be one no maid may toach, no maid may see. 
Lest great Alcides' thirst nnponished be." 

E'en Jnno loves thee now — ^hail, holy sire. 
Prosper my work, and tonch these lips with fa^ ! 
Thon, whose great presence pnrged the world £rom 

And Sabines venerate as Sanctos stOL 

X. 

Nunc Joms incipiam. 

"NT EXT of Feretrian Jove my tale shall be, 
^ ^ And triple trophies won from chiefbaias three ; 
A toilsome theme, but gloiy nerves the will 
To pluck my laurels from no easy hilL 

'Twas first for Bomulus the sight to show 
Of pillage reft from off the fallen foe ; 
When Sabine Acron storm'd the Eoman wall. 
And the same spear bade horse and horseman fall. 
Acron from old Ccsnina's fortress home, 
Alcides' boasted son, the scourge of Eome, 
Who fain had won rich garments from the strife, 
But lost his own, aU crimson with his life. 
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Quirians mark'd the leaguer's javelin fly, 
And pray'd, ere yet he closed, for aid from high, 
** To thee, great Jove, this day shall Acronfall." 
He fell ; his booty decks the Thunderer's hall. 
Thus train'd to conquest was our hero sire, 
Whom cold could never chill, or service tire, 
A horseman skill'd, and hardy at the plough, 
The wolf-skin helmet bristling on his brow ; 
His pliant baldrick was of ox hide made, 
Nor bright his shield ^th golden bronze o'erlaid. 

Comes Oossus next with old Tolumiiius' spoil, 
When Yeii's conquest was no easy toil ; 
For Tyber hedged us when Nomentum fell. 
And conquest stopp'd at Cora's citadel. 
Yes, Yeii once was great; withiu her wall 
The golden seat adorn'd the judgment hall, 
Where shepherd's horn winds slow and sadly now. 
And bones of warriors start beneath the plough. 
But Yeii, boastful in her lord's estate, 
OaU'd the new foe to parley from the gate, 
When now the brazen ram its breach had made. 
And 'neath their penthouse swarm'd the escalade. 
Then Cossus cried, " Go forth, proud chieftain, go ! 
"The open plain each warrior's worth shall show." 
Jove nerved the Latin's arm, Tolumnius died. 
And Brome'.s red horse-hoofs trampled on his pride. 

Last, o'er the Rhine great Claudius forced the war, 
And Britomart's huge shield was his no more, 
The giant Graul who boasted Rhine his sire. 
And pour'd his darts from wheels that never tire. 
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6a J in his tartan stzipes, a warrior bold, 
1111 firom bis neck qnick serer^d sHpp'd the gold. 
Such the three spoils Feretrian Jove can show. 
For his the hand that laid each chieftain low ; 
Or that the conquerors three thebr pillage wore. 
And this the canse whence Jove his title bore. 

XL 
Define, Paulle, meum, 

/^^EASE, Panllns, cease for me in grief to Ian- 
^■^ gaish; 
Think not that grief can ope Death's darksome 
door. 
E'en thongh heU's gloomy wardonr hear thy an- 
guish. 
Those tears bnt wet in yain th' unheeding shore. 

Enter but once those fell and fatal portals, 
Stem adamant forbids the backward way ; 

Pass once the ferry, prayers can move Immortals, 
Not him who bars the dead firom living day. 

Such the sad strain the funeral trumpets soxmded. 
What time my head sank faintly on the bier, 

When the first flame of death my form surroxmded, 
A stem farewell to all I loved so dear. 

What though I lived the wife that Faullus che- 
rish'd. 

In all the pride of stainless ancestry, 
Yet not the less trntimely have I perish'd, 

And now a heap of dust is all of me. 
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Oh ! darkness of the damn'd, and sluggish river, 
Whose oozing wave entwines my faltering feet, 

Too young I come to ye, but guilty never ; 
For this, stem Minos, softer judgment mete. 

If not, let ^acus convoke his jury, 
With careful ballot cast to judge of wrong. 

Let Minos take his seat, and each stem Fury, 
Hushing the court to silence, round him throng. 

Best, Sisyphus, thy stone, thy wheel, Ixion — 
Poor Lydian, think awhile the wave thine own, 

Cease, hell-hound, cease to guard the bars of iron, 
And leave to-day the tortured shades alone. 

Arraign'd I stand, no ready counsel near me, 
No tongue but hers to guard Comeha's fame, 

Yet if I lie, stem judge of Orcus, hear me. 
Be mine the Danaids' task of endless shame. 

If in ancestral worth be aught of honour. 
My sires can tell of red Numantia's fields. 

With all the Libos' lustre shining on her, 
Scribonia's line no lesser glory yields. 

The years of maidenhood soon sped for ever, 
Soon came the matron's coif, and wedded life ; 

And must we then so soon, my Faullus, sever P 
Yet can I boast none other call'd me wife. 

Witness the dead that live in Boman story, 
Under whose marble Afric weeps her shame ; 

Witness be Faullus, and the boasted glory. 
Which Ferses lost, of great Achilles' name ; 
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Witness be tfaoo, untainted hearth ! that nerer 

The husband or the censor bhish'd fai me; 
Unsollied is the name that shines £nr erer, 

ComeHa's sixes were great, and great was she. 
Spotless Fye fired from wedlock to the ending, 

Cahn, qniet dajs in er^en tenonr spent, 
N^atore's great lessons with mj life-blood blending. 

Have kept me pnre, not fear of ponishment. 
Though stem mayhap mj doom, jet still no maifjpii 

Need blnsh to see Cornelia at her side, 
Not Claadia's sel£ who moved the bark o'erladen. 

And drew her crowned mistress o'er the tide ; 

Nor she who seem'd the vestal fires to smother. 
Whose linen robe displayed the spark within ; 

Nor woiddst thon disavow me, sweetest mother. 
If to die all too early be not sin. 

Bat no, the mother weeps, weep all the city. 
And Caesar's mournings consecrate my bier ; 

Men saw that e'en a god conld weep for pity, 
To think that death had snatched his sister's 
peer. 

Mine was the robe that mark'd the mother's station. 
No barren stock was that which nnrtored me ; 

Be ye, my sons, a mother's consolation, 
Tor all my hopes will live again in ye. 

Twice has the cnmle pnrple deck'd my brother, 
A consnl, e'er he wept his sister's lot, 

Daughter, Hke me, once wedded, wed no 6ther, 
A censor was thy sire — forget it not. 
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Live long, my children, gladly shall I perish, 
If mine enhance whatever of me shall last ; 

For *tis the highest hope which women cherish, 
That all shonld freely criticize the past. 

These sons of ours, to thee do I commend them, 

My very bones are branded with this care, 
Paullus, *tis thine a mother's care to lend them. 

And all a mother's load alone to bear. 
Eliss them thyself, then kiss them for their mother, 

All that be now thy care that once was mine. 
When they are with thee, then thy feelings smother. 

And counterfeit the mirth that is not thine. 

Enough of thoughts of me, and midnights dreary. 
Enough of idle dreams and visions vain. 

Sad glances to my image, and the weary 
Whisp'rings to it to answer thee again. 

So if the hall should open to another. 
And a new wife usurp the matron's field. 

Learn, sons of mine, to love your second mother. 
For e'en her jealousy to love must yield. 

And praise not me, lest praise too freely spoken 

Should urge comparison, and give her pain. 
Yet would I hope his love is still unbroken, 

My shade too dear for him to wed again. 
Then learn to watch thy father's failing vigour, 

Though none the sorrowing husband's cares as- 
suage; 
Live long, my sons, and compensate the rigour. 

With which the fates cut short Cornelia's age. 
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A motiier bave I been, yet not a monmer, 
Tberefine 'tis well — awaj with wards of gloom. 

Hither have all Cornelia's IdiiidTed borne her. 
Nor child of hers precedes her to the tomb. 

Mj speech is o'er. Rise, rise, each weeping witness. 
Death can a higher boon than life repay ; 

The pure may hope for Heaven, be mine the fitness 
That bids the soni npsoar to endless day. 



THE END. 
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the Sick« Selected from Taxions Anthois. 

Edited bjrT.T.jM(bei7, H. A., Vicar of St. Giles's, Rcadii^. 
Ktw EJUwum Small 8to. 5/. 6^ 

The Dogmatic Faith: an Inquiry 

into the Hjsis^jtoa vabvis^SB^ hetwten Serration and Dogma. 

Beix^ the Tiasix^<m Lectures (or fSl6/^. 

By Ximt C«iM<V y^^f Iiicumbeot of Chiist Oxdix^ 
SnxtfflcMk 

Sfit^ftd EdUlm, Cr<rKjy 9rQ^ 5*. 

Sketches of the Rites and Customs of 

the OretXA-Kwy^uMi CUwrisU, 

'BjU.t. SMMMPdC Vy'i'JLi »B IxetarodautK/rj Xotice bj the 

Househ<^ld Theology: a Handbook of 

JKtiU^w* A4rfv*.tt4<^*'vAi «*;^>t:*i»*^ llitr ll^/Jy BiUc, lie Frayer 
JJvvK, tU' V4«w4-«J*v '*♦% JW UAi;H/ v^ J^^yjtut: Wwiilup, iLe Creeds, 
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Curious Myths of the Middle Ages. 

By 8. Baring-Goiild, M.A., Author of "Post-Mediaeval 
Preachers," &c With lUustratioiis. 

New Edition. Complete in one Volume. 
Crown 8to. 6x. 

Soimime : a Story of a Wilful Life. 

Small 8to. y» 6d, 



The Happiness of the Blessed con- 

sidered as to the Particulars of their State : their Recognition 
of each other in that State : and its Differences of Degrees. 
To which are added Musings on the Church and Her Services. 
By Bichard Kant, D.D., sometime Lord Bishop of Down 
and Connor. 

Nro) Edition, Small 8yo. y. 6d. 



Anglo-Saxon Witness on Four Alleged 

Requisites for Holy Communion — Fasting, Water, Altar 
Lights^ and Incense. 

By the Rev. J. Baron, M. A., Rector of Upton Scudamore, 
WUts. 

8vo. 5j. 



Miscellaneous Poems. 

By Henry Francis Lyte, M. A. 

New Edition. Small 8vo. ^s. 
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TAe Holy Bible. 

With Notes and Introdnctumf • 
By Chr. W ar d iw a rth , D.D., Bishop of Lincoln. 

Imperial 8to« 



Part £ /• d. 

L Genesis and Exodus. Second Edit, i i o 
Vol. L 2l^s. ^ IL Leviticos, Numbers, Deuteronomy. 

Second Edition ....'•• o 18 o 



{ 



f IIL Joshna,Jndges»RutlL .Sor^ff^^^///. on 
VoLIL 21J. -^ IV. TheBooksofSamueLiiri^m/^^i/. 010 



[. 21/."^ 



V. The Books of Kings, Chronicles^ 
VoLIII. 31/. •^ Ezra, Nehemiah, Esther. Second 

Edition ........ I I o 

r VL The Book of Job. Second Edition 090 

V 1 IV ^As\ ^^ The Book of Psalms. Second Edit, o 15 o 
' ' j VIII. Proverbs, Ecclesiastes, Song of 

L Solomon ....... o 13 o 

I* IX. Isaiah . • o 12 6 

Vol.V.33J.6</^ X. Jeremiah, Lamentations, and 

i> Ezekiel i I o 

S XL Daniel. (In Preparation.) 
Vol. VI. i xii. The Minor Prophets ... . o 12 o 



Manual of Family Devotions, arranged 

from the Book of Common Prayer. 

By the Hon. Aogustiu Donoombe, D.D., Dean of York. 
Printed in red and black. 
Small Svo. 3/. (id. 



Perranzabuloe, the Lost Church Found; 

or, The Church of England not a New Church, but Ancient, 
Apostolical, and Independent, and a Protesting Church Nine 
Hundred Years before the Reformation. 

By the Rev. C.T. Collins Trelawny, M.A., formerly Rector of 
Timsbury, Somerset, and late Fellow of Balliol College, Oxford. 
New Edition, Crown 8vo. With Illustrations. 3J. 6^. 

Annals of the Bodleian Library, Ox^ 

ford, from its Foundation to A.D. 1867; containing an Account 
of the various collections of printed books and MSS. there pre- 
served ; with a brief Preliminary Sketch of the earlier Library 
of the University. 

By W. D. Maoray, M. A., Assistant in the Library, Chaplain 
of Magdalen and New Colleges. 

8vo« \2S, 

Catechesis : or, Christian Instruction 

preparatory to Confirmation and First Communion. 
By Charles Wordsworth, D.C.L., Bishop of St. Andrew's. 
New Edition, Small 8vo. 2x. 

Warnings of the Holy Week, &c.; 

being a Course of Parochial Lectures for the Week before 
Easter and the Easter Festivals. 

By the Rev. W. Adams, M. A., late Vicar of St Peter's-in- 
the-£ast, Oxford, and Fellow of Merton College. 
Sixth Edition. Small 8vo. 4r. dd, 

Petronilla ; and other Poems. 

By Frederick George Lee, D.C.L. 

Second Edition, Small 8vo. 31. 6rf'. 
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Consolatio ; or, Comfort for the 

Afflicted. 

Edited by the Rev. C. E. Xexmaway. With a Preface by 
Samnel Wilberforce, D. D., Lord Bishop of Winchester. 
New Edition, Small 8vo. 3^. dd. 

Plain Scriptural Thoughts on Holy 

Baptism. 

By the Rev. John Wallas, M.A., Perpetual Curate of 
Crosscrake, Westmoreland. 

Crown 8vo. dr. 

A Manual of Plain Devotions , adapted 

for Private and for Family Use. 

By the Rev. John Wallas, M.A., Perpetual Curate of 
Crosscrake, Westmoreland. 

Second Edition^ Small 8vo. 2j. 

The Hillford Confirmation : a Tale. 

By X. C. PhiUpotts. 

i8mo. \5, . 

The Greek Testament. 

With Notes and Introductions. 
By Chr. Wordsworth, D.D., Bishop of Lincoln 
2 Vols. Impl. 8vo. 4/. 

The Parts may be had separately, as follows :— 
The Gospels, ^th Edition^ 21J. 
The Acts, %th Edition, loj. 6^. 
St. Paul's Epistles, %th Edition, 31J. 6^/. 

General Epistles, Revelation, and Indexes, ^rd Edition^ 21s, 

• 
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Occasional Sermons. 

By Henry Parry Liddon, D.C.L., Canon of St. Paul's. 
Crown Svo. {In Preparation, ) 

From Morning to Evening : 

a Book for Invalids. 

Froni the French of M. L' Abbe Henri Perreyve. Translated 

and adapted by an Associate of the Sisterhood of S. John 

Baptist, Clewer. 

Crown 8vo. 5x. 

Popular Objections to the Book of 

Common Prayer considered, in Four Sermons on the Sunday 
Lessons in Lent, the Commmation Service, and the Athanasian 
Creed, with a Preface on the existing Lectionary. 
By Edward Meyrick Oonlbnni, P.D., Dean of Norwich. 
Second Edition, Small 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

Family Prayers: compiled fromvarious 

sources (chiefly from Bishop Hamilton's Manual), and arranged 
on the Liturgical Principle. 
By Edward Meyriek Ooulbimi, D.D., Dean of Norwich. 
New Edition, Crown 8vo, large type, ^ -dd. 
Cheap Edition, i6mo. \s. 

The Annual Register: a Review of 

Public Events at Home and Abroad, for the Year 1869 ; being 
the Seventh Volume of an improved Series. 

8vo. i8j. 
%• The Volumes for 1863 to 1868 niay be had, price i8j. each, 

A Prose Translation of VirgiVs Ec- 

logues and Georgics. 
By an Oxford Graduate. 

Crown 8vo. 2J. dd, 

% 



TAe Cambridge Paragraph Bible of the 

Authorized English Version, with the Text Revised by a Colin- 
tion of its Early and other Principal Editions, the Use of the 
Italic type made Uniform, the Marginal References Rc»mo(lcl- 
led, and a Critical Introduction prefixed. 

By the Rev. F. H. Scrivener, M.A., Rector of St. (icrrans; 
Editor of the Greek Testament, Codex Augiensis, &c. 

Edited for the Syndics of the University Press. GencsiB to 
Solomon's Song. 

Crown 4to. Part I., 15 j. ; Part II., 15/. 
To be completed in Three Parts. 

Six Short Sermons on Sin. Lent Lectures 

at S. Alban the Martjrr, Holbom. 
By the Rev. Orhy Shipley, M.A. 

Fourth Edition. Small 8vo. \s, 

Herbert Tresham : a Tale of the Great 

Rebellion. 

By the late Rev. J. X. Neale, D.D., sometime Scholar of 
Trinity College, Cambridge, and late Warden of Sackville 
College, East Grinsted. 

New Edition, Small 8vo. 3^. 6</. 

Quiet Moments: a Four Weeks' Course 

of Thoughts and Meditations, before Evening Prayer and at 
Sunset. 

By Lady Charlotte Maria Pepye. 

New Edition, Small 8vo. 2j. (id. 

Morning Notes of Praise : 

A Series of Meditations upon the Morning Psalms. 
By Lady Charlotte Karia Pepyi. 

New Edition, Small 8vo. 7j, 6d. 

The History ofTonbridge School, from 

its Foundation in 1553 to the present Date. 
By Septimus Eivington, B.A., Trinity College, Oxford. 
With Illustrations. , Small 4to. 14J. 

IConnon, dDiforTr, anu dTambritise 
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^ Memoir of tlie late Henry Hoare, 

Esq., M.A. With a Xairadve of the Chnrch Movements with 
which he was connected from 1848 to 1865, and more particu- 
larly of the Revival of Convocation. 
BjT JaaM Brftdby Sweet, M.A. 

8vo. I2f. 

Yesterday, To-day, and For Ever: a 

Poem in Twelve Books. 

By Xdwsrd Heniy Biekenteih, M.A., Vicar of Christ 
Chmich Hampstead, and Chaplain to the Bishop of Ripon. 
Fourth Ediii4m. Small 8vo. 6x. 

The Perfect Man; or^yesus an Example 

of Godly Life. 

By the Rev. Harry Jones, M.A., Incumbent of St Luke's, 

Berwick Street. 

Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 

The Cofmnentaries of Gains. 

Translated with Notes by J. T. Abdy, LL.D., R€^us Pro- 
fessor of Laws in the University of Cambridge, and Barrister-at- 
.Law of the Norfolk Circuit : formerly Fellow of Trinity Hall ; 
and Bryan Walker, M.A, M.L. ; Fellow and Lecturer of 
Corpus Christi College, and Law Lecturer of St. John's Col- 
lege, Cambridge ; formerly Law Student of Trinity Hall and 
Chancellor's Legal Medallist. 

Crown 8vo. I2J. 6^. 

Sacred Allegories : 

The Shadow of the Cross— The Distant Hills— The Old Man's 
Home — The King's Messengers. 

By the Rev. W. Adams, M.A., late Fellow of Merton 
College, Oxford. 

Nr.u Edition. With Engravings from original designs by 
Charles W. Cope, R.A., John C. Horsley, A.R.A., Samuel 
Palmer, Birket Foster, and George E. Hicks. 

Small 4to. \os, 6d. 
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Liber Precum Publicarwn Ecclesice 

Anglicanse. 

A GnUelmo Bright, A.M., etPetro Ctoldsmith Xedd, A.M., 
Presbyteris, CoUegii Universitatis in Acad. Oxon. Sociis, Latine 
redditus. 

New Edition^ with all the Rubrics in red. Small 8vo. 6x. 

Bible Readings for Family Prayer. 

By the Rev. W. H. Eidley, M.A., Rector of Hambleden. 

Crown 8vo, 
Old Testament — Genesis and Exodus. 2j. 
^^ ^ , , f St Matthew and St. Mark. 2j. 

New Testament, 3^. 6^. t St. Luke and St. John, 2s. 

Devotional Commentary on the Gospel 

according to S. Matthew. 
Translated from the French of Fasqnier Quesnel. 

Crown 8vo. 7j. dd. 

The Manor Farm : a Tale. 

By M.C. Phillpotts, Author of "The Hillford Confirmation." 
With Four Illustrations. Small Svo. 3j. 6^. 

* 

The Religion, Discipline, and Rites of 

the Church of England. 

By John Cosin, Bishop of Durham. Written at the instance 
of pdward Hyde, Earl of Clarendon. Now first published 
in English. By the Rev. Prederick Meyriok, M.A., Rector 
of Blickling and Erpingham ; Prebendary of Lincoln ; Ex- 
amining Chaplain to the Lord Bishop of Lincoln. 

Small Svo. is, 

Xoirtion, ^xfortr, antr (!Pam6riQ9e 



The New Testament for English 

Readers; containing the Authorized Version, with a revised 
English Text; Marginal References; and a Critical and 
Explanatory Commentary. 

By Henry Alford, D.D., Dean of Canterbury. 
2 Vols, or 4 Parts, Svo. 54^. 6^. 

Separately, 
VoL I, Part I. — ^The three first Gospels, with a Map. Second 
Edition. 121. 

VoL I, Part II. — St John and the Acts. Second Edition* 
lar. (ui, 

VoL 2, Part L—The Epistles of St Paul, with a Map. Second 
Edition* i6j. 

VoL 2, Part II. — Hebrews to Revelation. Second Edition* 
Svo. i^. 

Thoughts on Personal Religion ; being 

a Treatise on the Christian Life in its Two Chief Elements, 
Devotion and Practice. 

By Edward Meyriok GtonlbiinL, D.D., Dean of Nonvich. 
New Edition* Small Svo. dr. dd* 
An Edition for Presentation, Two Volumes, small Svo. lar. dd* 
Also a Cheap Edition. Small Svo. 3^. 6^. 

Instructions for the Use of Candidates 

for Holy Orders and of the Parochial Clergy ; with Acts of 
Parliament relating to the same, and Forms proposed to be 
used. 

By Christopher Bodgson, M. A., Secretary to the Governors; 
of Queen Anne's Bounty. 

Ninth Edition^ Revised and Enlarged, Svo. 16^. 

Xontron, <Mortr, antr CsmMH^e 
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THE "ASCETIC LIBRARY:" 

A Series of Translations of Spiritual Works for Devotional Reading 

from Catholic Sources. 

Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley, M. A. 
Square Crown 8vo. 

T/ie Mysteries of Mount Calvary. 

Translated from the Latin of Antonio de Gxravara. 3^. 6^. 

Preparation for Death, 

Translated from the Italian of Alfonso, Bishop of S. Agatha. 5^. 

Counsels on Holiness of Life. 

Translated from the Spanish of "The Sinner's Guide" b;^ 
Luis de Chranada. 5^. 

Examination of Coizscience upon Special Subjects. 

Translated and abridged from the French of Treason. 5^*. 

KEYS TO CHRISTIAN KNOWLEDGE. 

Small 8vo^ ^s. dd. each. 

A Key to the Knowledge and Use of tlie Book of 

Common Prayer. 
By John Henry Blunt, M. A. 

A Key to the Knowledge and Use of tJie Holy Bible. 

By John Henry Blunt, M. A. 

A Key to the Knowledge of Church History. 

(Ancient.) 
Edited by John Henry Blunt, M. A. 

A Key to the Narrative of the Four Gospels. 

By John PiUdsglon Norris, M.A., Canon of Bristol, for- 
merly one of Her Majesty's Inspectors of Schools. 
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RIVINGTON'S DEVOTIONAL SERIES. 

Elegantly printed with red borders. i6mo. 2s. 6d, each. 

Thomas h Kempis, Oftfie Imitation of Christ, 

Also a cheap Edition, without the red borders, ix., or in Cover^ ^, 

TJie Rule and Exercises of Holy Living, 

By Jeremy Taylor, D.D., Bishop of Down, and Connor, and 
Dromore. 

Also a cheap Edition, without the red borders, u. 

The Rule and Exercises of Holy Dying. 

By Jeremy Taylor, D.D., Bishop of Down, and Connor, and 
Dromore. 

Also a cheap Edition, without the red borders, u. 

%• The Holy Living and Holy Djring may be had bound together 

in One Volume. 5^., or without the red borders, 2^. dd, 

A Short and Plain Instruction for the better Under - 

standing of the Lord's Supper ; to which is annexed, the Office 
of the Holy Conmiunion, with proper Helps and Directions. 
By Thomas Wilson, D.D., late Lord Bishop of Sodor and 

^^' Complete Edition. 

Also a cheap Edition, without the red borders, u., or in Cover^ 6d. 

Introduction to the Devout Life. 

From the French of Saint Francis of Sales, Bishop and Prince 
of Geneva. ^ ^^^ Translation. 

A Practical Treatise concerning Evil Thoughts: 

wherein their Nature, Origin, and Effect are distinctly con- 
sidered and explained, with many Useful Rules for Restraining 
and suppressing such Thoughts: suited to the various conditions 
of Life, and the several Tempers of Mankind, more especially 
of melancholy Persons. 

By William Chilcot, M. A. 

With Preface and Notes by Biehard Hooper, M. A., Vicar of 
Upton and Aston Upthorpe, Berks. 

IContron, ^xfortr, antr Cambritrge 



Imperial 8yo. 21s 
PART I. (containing A— K). 

DICTIONARY OF DOCTRINAL AND 
HISTORICAL THEOLOGY, 

BY VARIOUS WRITERS. 

EDITED BY THE 

Rev. JOHN HENRY BLUNT, M.A., F.S.A., 

EDITOR OF "THB ANNOTATSD BOOK OY COMMON PRAYER.** 



THIS is the first portion of the " Summary of Theology 
and Ecclesiastical History^^ which Messrs, Rivington pro- 
pose to publish as a '* Thesaurus Theologicus^' for the 
Clergy and Reading Laity of the Church of England. 

It consists of original articles on all the important Doc* 
trines of Theology^ and on other questions ftecessary for their 
further illustration^ the articles being carefully written with 
a view to modem thought y as well ^w a respect for ancient 
authority. 

Part ILy completing the Dictionary^ is nearly ready. 
IContron, ^xfotv, antr CambrUigt 
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JVJSJV PAMPHLETS 

BY THE BISHOP OF ST. DAVID'S. 

A Charge delivered to the Clergy of the diocese 

of St. David's, at his Tenth Visitation, October and November, 1869. 
With an Appendix, containing an answer to the question. What is Transub- 
stailtiation? Second Edititni. 8to. ^s, 6d. 

BY THE BISHOP OF LLANDAFF. 

A Charge delivered to the Clergy of tJu diocese of 

Llandair, at his Seventh Visitation, August, 1869. With an Appendix, con- 
taining Notes on the Doctrine of the Objective Presence. 8vo. 2^. 

BY THE BISHOP OF BANGOR. 

A Charge delivered to the Clergy of the diocese of 

Bangor, at his Fourth Visitation, August, 1869. 8vo. xs. 
BY THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTER. 

A Charge delivered to the Clergy and Churchwardens 

of the diocese of Rochester, at his Primary Visitation, in October and 
November, 1869. 8vo. 6d, 

BY THE DEAN OF DURHAM. 

The Faith and Work of a Bishop: a Sermon, 

preached in Westminster Abbey, at' the Consecration of the Bishops of 
Exeter, Bath an(^ Wells, and the Falkland Islands, on St. Thomas's Day, 
December ax, 1869. 8vo. zs. 

BY CANON SEYMOUR. 

Sister Iioods, the Fruits of Christian Love : a Sermon, 

preached in St. Mark's Church, Gloucester, on the anniversary of St. Lucy's 
Home and Hospital, December 13, 1869. Published by request. 8vo. 6d. 

BY THE REV. F. MEYRICK. 

Denominatiojial Inspection and Religious Examina- 

tioa in Church of England Schools : a Letter to the Right H<m. W, £. 
Forster, M.P.,on some provisions of the Elementary Education Bill. 8vo. td. 

• * I » 
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J\r£ W PAMPHLETS 
Pope AgatJw ; His Life mid Times: a Reprint^ 

intended as a Reply to Archbishop Manning's Pastoral Letter on the CEcu- 
menical Council and the Infallibility of the Roman Pontiff. Edited, with a 
Preface, by Edmund Tew, M.A., Rector of Patching, in the diocese of 
Chichester. 8vo. u. 6</. 

BY THE REV. HENRY R. BLACKETT. 

Education with or without Religion f a Sermony 

preach^ in Christ Church, Wobum Square, Bloomsbury, on Sunday Morning, 
November 2Z, 1869, previous to a collection for the Christ Church National, 
Infant, and Sunday Schools, Little Guilford Street. 8vo. xs, 

BY THE REV. W. B. GALLOWAY. 

The Unlazvfulness of the Marriage of Brother and 

Sister-in-Law, in the Light of the Word of God ; with Ancient Evidence 
hitherto generally overlooked. Svo. is. 

BY THE REV. JOHN DAVIES MEREWEATHER. 

On Weekly Communion and Faith in Church Ordi- 

nances : a Sermon, preached at Venice, on 24th October, 1869. Svo. tcU 
BY THE REV. W. H. FREMANTLE. 

Lay Power in Parishes ; the most needed Church 

I 

Reform. Svo. zx. 

BY THE REV. W. E. SCUDAMORE. 

The North Side of the Table; What it was : an 

Historical Inquiry. Svo. zx. 



The Reformation of the Church of England 

[a.d. 1514 — X547] : a Review, Reprinted by Permission from the "Times,** 
of February 97th and March zst, Z869. Second Edition, Svo. 6</. 
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Alma Complete in Eight Volumes, crown ^o, y. eacA, 
A NEW AND UNIFORM EDITION OF 

A DEVOTIONAL COMMENTARY 

ON THE 

GOSPEL NARRATIVE. 

BY THE 

Rev. ISAAC WILLIAMS, B.D. 

FORMERLY FELLOW OF TRINITY COLLEGE, OXFORD. 



THOUGHTS on the STUDY of the HOLY GOSPELS. 

CHARACTERISTIC DIFFERENCES IN MENTION OF ANGELS IN THE GOSPELS. 

THE FOUR GOSPELS. PLACES OF OUR LORD's ABODE AND 

OUR lord's MANIFESTATIONS OF MINISTRY. 

HIMSELF. OUR LORD's MODE OF DEALING WITH 

THE RULE OF SCRIPTURAL INTERPRE- HIS APOSTLES. 

TATION FURNISHED BY OUR LORD. CONCLUSION. 

ANALOGIES OF THE GOSPEL. INDEX OF TEXTS. 

A HARMONY of the FOUR EVANGELISTS. 

OUR lord's NATIVITY. THE PASSION. 

OUR lord's MINISTRY— second" year. THE RESURRECTION. 

OUR lord's ministry — THIRD YEAR- 
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OUR LORD'S NATIVITY. 



THE BIRTH AT BETHLEHEM. 
THE BAPTISM IN JORDAN. 



THE FIRST PASSOVER. 



OUR LORD'S MINISTRY. SECOND Y^AR. 



THE SECOND PASSOVER. 
CHRIST WITH THE TWELVE. 



THE TWELV]^SENT FORTH. 



OUR LORD'S MINISTRY. THIRD YEAR. 



TEACHING IN GALILEE. 
TEACHING AT JERUSALEM. 



LAST JOURNEY FROM GALILEE TO 
JERUSALEM. 



THE HOLY WEEK. 



THE APPROACH TO JERUSALEM. 
THE TEACHING IN THE TEMPLE. 
THE DISCOURSE ON THE MOUNT OF 
OLIVES. 



THE LAST SUPPER. 
INDEX OF TEXTS. 



OUR LORD'S PASSION. 



THE HOUR OF DARKNESS. 
THE AGONY. 
THE APPREHENSION. 
THE CONDEMNATION. 



THE DAY OF SORROWS. 
THE HALL OF JUDGMENT. 
THE CRUCIFIXION. 
THE SEPULTURE. 



OUR LORD'S RESURRECTION. 



THE DAY OF DAYS. 
THE GRAVE VISITED. 
CHRIST APPEARING. 
THE GOING TO EMMAUS. 
THE FORTY DAYS. 



THE APOSTLES ASSEMBLED. 
THE LAKE IN GALILEE. 
THE MOUNTAIN IN GALILEE. 
THE RETURN FROM GALILEE, 
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CATENA CLASSICORUM. 

A SERIES OF CLASSICAL AUTHORS, 

EDITED BY MEMBERS OF BOTH UNIVERSITIES UNDER 

THE DIRECTION OF 

THE REV. ARTHUR HOLMES, M.A. 

FBLLOW AND LECTURER OF CLARE COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, LECTURER AMD LATE 

FELLOW OF ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE, 

AND 

THE REV. CHARLES BIGG, M.A. 

LATE SENIOR STUDENT AND TUtOR OF CHRIST CHURCH, OXFORD, SECOND 
CLASSICAL MASTER OF CHELTENHAM COLLEGE, 

Crown 8vo. 

The following Farts have been already published:— 

SOPHOCLIS TRAGOEDIAE, 

Edited by R. C. Jebb, M. A. Fellow and Assistant Tutor of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. 
[Part I. The Electra. jj. 6d. Part II. The Ajax. 3J, 6d. 

JUVENALIS SATIRAE, 

Edited by G. A. SiMCOX, M. A. Fellow and Classical Lecturer of 
Queen'f College, Oxford. [Thirteen Satires. 3j. 6(/. 

THUCYDIDIS HISTORIA, 

Edited by Charles Bigg, M. A. late Semor Student and Tutor of 
Christ Church, Oxford. Second Classical Master of Chelten- 
ham College. 

[VoL I. Books I. and II. with Introductions. 6s, 



CATENA CLASSICORUM—{ConHnued). 

DEMOSTHENfS ORATIONES PUBLICAE, 

Edited by G. H. Heslop, M.A. late Fellow and Assistant Tutor 
of Queen's College, Oxford. Head Master of St Bees. 

[Parts I. & II. The Olynthiacs and the Philippics. 4f. 6</. 

ARISTOPHANIS COMOEDIAE, 

Edited by W. C. Green, M.A. late Fellow of King's College, 
Cambridge. Classical Lecturer at Queens* College. 

[Part I. The Achamians and the Knights, ^r. 

[Part II. The Clouds. 3J. 6^. 

[Part III. The Wasps, y, dd. 

An Edition of The Archamians and the Knights, Revised and 
especially adapted for Use in Schools. 4J-. 

ISOCRATIS ORATIONES, 

Edited by John Edwin Sandys, M.A. Fellow and Tutor of 
St John's College, and Classical Lecturer at Jesus College, 
Cambridge. 

[Part I. Ad Demonicum et Panegyricus. 4r. 6^. 

A PERSII FLACCI SATIRARUM LIBER, 

Edited by A. Pretor, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, 
Classical Lecturer of Trinity Hall. 3J. 6fl^. 

HOMERI ILIAS, 
Edited by S. H. Reynolds, M.A. Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose 
College, Oxford. [Vol. L Books I. to XXL 6j. 

TERENTI COMOEDIAE, 

Edited by T. L. Papillon, M. A. Fellow and Classical Lecturer of 
Merton College, Oxford. [Part L Andria et Eunuchus. 4?. td. 
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CATENA CLASSIC OR UM. 
The following Farts are in conrse of preparation:— 

PLATONIS PHAEDO, 
•Edited by Alfred Barry, D.D. late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge ; Principal of King's College, London. 

DEMOSTHENIS ORATIONES PUBLICAE, 

Edited by G. H. Heslop, M.A. late Fellow and Assistant Tutor 
of Queen's College, Oxford ; Head Master of St. Bees. 

[Part III. De FaM Legatione. 

MARTIALIS EPIGRAMMATA, 

Edited by George Butler, M.A. Principal of Liverpool College ; 
late Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford. 

DEMOSTHENIS ORATIONES PRIVATAE, 

Edited by Arthur Holmes, M.A. Fellow and Lecturer of Clare 
College, Cambridge. [Part I. De CoronS. 

HORATI OPERA, 

Edited by J. M. Marshall, M.A. Fellow and late Lecturer of 
Brasenose College, Oxford ; one of the Masters in Clifton 
College. 

HERODOTI jaiSTORIA, * ' 

Edited by H. G. Woods, M.A.. Fellow and Tutor of Trinity 
College, Oxford. 

TAQITI HISTORIAE, 

Edited by W. H. SiMCOX, M. A. J'ellow and Lecturer of Queen's 
Cpflege, Oxford. 

6VIDI TRISTIA, 

Edited by Oscar Brownin®, M.A. Fellow of King's College, 
Cambridge ; ^d Assistant Master at Eton College. 

CICERONIS ORATIONES, 

Edited by Charles Edward Graves, M.A. Classical Lecturer 
and late Fellow of St. John'^ College, Cambridge. 

[Part I. Pro P. Sextio. 
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